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Hzc laus , hic apex Sapi- 
entiz eſt, ea viventem | | 
appetere , quz morienti 
forent appetenda. 


#682/8665/0/6/SÞ$/ 66S 
| TO. | 
| My much Honoured, 
and no leſs truly beloved Friend, 


EDW. BEN LOWES, 


ESQUIRE. ; 


My dear Friend, 


OU have put the Theorboe into 
my hand, and I have played : You 
P gave the Muſician the firſt encou- 
PERS ragement ; the Mufch returneth 
" to you for Patronage. Mad' it 
| been a light Ayre, no doubt but it had takets the 
' moſt, aud among them the worſt ; but being a 
| grove Strain, my hopes are, that it will pleaſe 
| the beſt : and among them, you, Toyiſh Ayres 
| pleaſe trrvial Ears ; they keſs the Fancy, and 
| betray it . They cry, Hail , firſ$; au after, 


+ %, k, — = 
4 ov. - We 


Crucific : Let Dorrs delzeht to immerd them. | 
ſelves in dung, whileſt Eagles {corn {6 poor a 
Game as Flies, Sir, you have Art and Can. 
dovwr ; Let the one judge, let the other excuſe 


Your moſt affectionate 


Fricnd , 


FRA. QUARLES.| 


| SESOASBODEOODD 


I QO-1H 5 


K E ADE 


N Embleme is but a fileat Pa- 
rable. Ler not the tender Eye 
check, to ſee the Allufion to 
our bleſſed Saviour figured in 
theſe Types, In holy Scriptare 

he is ſometimes c illed a Sower ; ſome- 

times, a Fiſher 3 ſometimes, a Phyſician: 

| And why not preſented fo as well to the 
eyeas to the ear? Before the knowledge 
of Letters God was known by Hterogly- 
: phicke, Andindeed, what are the Heavens, 
the Earth, nay, every Creature, but H7ero- 

] | glyphreks and Emblemes of his Glory? 1 

! have nomore to ſay, 1 wiſh thee as much 
| pleaſure in the Reading, as I had in Wri- 
ting, Farewel READER, 


A3 


Y Fathers backd, by Holy IWrit led on, | 
Thou ſhew ſt a way to Heav'n by Aelicon; | 
'{ he Muſes Font « conſecrate by Thee, 
And Poefie, baptis'd Divimty : ( apace, 
Bleſt Soul that here embark ſt 5 Thou [ail /t 
'Ts bard to ſay, mov'd more by it, or Grace; | 
Each Muſe /o plies her Oar: but 0, the Sail 
Is fill d from Heav n with a Diviner Gale : 
When Poets prove Drvines, why fhould not I 
Approve in Verſe this Divine Poetry ? 

Let this [uffice to licence thee the Preſs : 

I muſt no more ;, ner could the Trath ſay leſs. 


Sic approbavit 
RICH. LOVE}. 


_# | # 
Procan. Cantabrigtenſi, | 


LeQori bene-male-volo. 


Qui legit ex Horto hoc Flores, Qui carpit, uterque 
Jure poteſt Violas dicerey jure Roſas. 
Non e Parnaſſo VIOLAM, P eſtive ROSETO 
Carpit Apollo, magis quz fit amazna, ROSA MM. 
Quot Verſus VIOLAS legs; & OQuem verbe locutum 
Credis, verba dedit ; Nam dedit Ile ROS AS. 


Utque Ego non dicam hxc}/ 10 L AS ſuaviflima ; Tute 


Ipſe facis Y IOL AS, Livide, fi violas. 
Nam velute J 10 L1S libiſugit Aranea virus ! 


Vertis tat in ſuccos Hasque R OS A Sque tuos, 

Quas violas Muſas, 710 LA S puto,quaſque recuſas 
Dente tuo ro/as, has, reor, eſe ROS AS, 

Sic roſas, facisefſe ROSA S, dum, Zoile, rodis : 
Sic facis has YIOL AS, Livide, dum violas- 


Brent-Hall, 16 34. 


EDW: BENL OWES, 


Tot Flores: Qua RLES,quot Paradiſus habet. } 
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The Invocation. 


Owze thee, my Soul; and drein thee from the drezs 
Of vulgar thoughts: Skrue up the heightned pegs 


Ofthy ſublime Theorboe tyur notes higher, : 
And higher yet , that ſo, the ſhrill-mourh'd Qure 
Of ſwitt-winz?d Seraphims may come and joyn, 

* And make thy Conſort more then half divine. 
Invoke no Muſe ; Let Heay'n be thy Apollo 
Andlet his ſacred influences hallow 

Thy high-bred ſtrains; Let his full beams inſpire 
| Thyraviſh*d brains with more heroick fre: 

Snatch thee a Q ill from the ſpred Eagles wing , 
And, like the morning Lack, mount up and fing - 
Caſt off theſedangling plummets, that ſo clog 
Thy lab*cing heart, which gropes in-this dark tog 
Of dungeon-earth 3 let fleſh and blood forbear 
To ſtop thy flight, till this baſe world appear 

A thin blew Landskip ; Let thy pinions ſoare 

So high a pitch, that men may ſeem no more 
Then Piſmires, crawling on this Mole-hill earth, 
Thy ear untroubled with their frantick mirth 5 
Let not the frailty of thy fleſh diſturb 


* Thy new-concluded peace ; Let Reaſon curb | 


Thy hot mouth'd Paſſion ; and let heawns fire ſeaſon 


The frelh Coneeits of thy correed Reaſon. 
Diſdain ro warm thee at luſts {moky fires, 
Scorn) ſcorn to feed on thy old bloat deſires * 


"1% 


Come, come, my ſoul, hoyſe up thy higherſails, -' A | 
The wind blows fair ; Shall we (till creep like Snails, 


Y . 


- 
F 


- Emblemes. Book ; 


That gild their wates with their own Native ſlimes ? 

No, we mnlſt fly like Eagles, and ovr Rhimes 

Muft mount to Heay'n and reach th* Olympick Ear ; 

Our Heav'n-blown fire muſt ſeek no other Sphear. 
Thou great Theanthropos, that piv'ſt and ground? 

Thy gifts in duſt , and from our dunghil crown'*(t 

Refleted Honour, taking by retail, 

What thou haſt giv'n in groſs, from lapſed, frail, 

And {infal man ; that drink'(t full draughts, wherein 

Thy Childrens leprous fingers, ſcurf 'd with Sin, 

Have padled, cleanſe, O cleanſe my crafty Soul 

From ſecret crimes, and let my thoughts controu! 

My thoughts : O, teach me ſtoutly to deny 

My ſelf, that I may be no longer 1 : 

Enrich my Fancy, clarihe my thoughts, 

Refine my droſs; O, wink at humane faults ; 

And through this flender Conduit of my Quill 

Convey thy Current, whoſe clear ſtreams may fill 

The hearts of men with loye, their tonpues with praile : 

Crown me with Glory ; Take, who liſt, the Bayes. 
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Book Is. Emblemes., 


T. 


| J A Ms I, 14. lf 
: 

| Every man is tempted, when he is drawn away 
| bykirownlult, and enticed, 


Serpent. Eve. 


| Serp. Ot eat ? Not taſt > Not touch ? Not caſt an eye 
| Upon the fruit of this fair Tree? And why? 
Why eat'lt thou not what Heav'n ordain'd for food? 

| Or can{t thou think that bad which Heay'n call'd Good ? 
Why was 1t made, if not to beenjoy'd ? 

Negle& of favours makes a favour void : 
Blefſings unus'd, pervert into a Waſt, 
| As well as Surfets ; Woman, Do but taſt: 
| See howthe laden boughs make (ilent ſuit 
To be enjoy*d; Look how their bending fruit 
Meet thee half-way ; Obſerve but how they crouch 
To kiſs thy hand 3 Coy woman, Do but touch'3+ 
Mark what a pure Vermilion bluſh has dy'd LF 
Their ſwelling cheeks, and how for ſhame they hide- 
Their palite heads, to ſee themſelves ſtand by , 
Neglefted : Woman, Do but caſt an eye. 4 050g 
What bounteous Heav'n ordain'd for uſe, refuſenoty'*; Be, 
{ Come, pulland eat + Y? abuſe the thing ye uſe not.” 


TD. DT cate $a, _— 


Ly 


A” ®J 
RR = | 
| Eve. Wileſt of Beaſts, our great Creatour did +8 +. 
| Reſerve this Tree, and this alone forbid ; ; STORY $- 
The re(t are freely ours, which doubtleſs are A 


As pleaſing tothetaſt; to th* eye as fair? | Ne A 
But touching rhis, his ſtri& commands are ſucks | 
"Tis death to taſt, no leſs then death to touch, - 


6G Emblemes. Book 1, |p, 


Serp. Piſh; Death's a fable : Did not Hearv'n inſpire | 
Your equal Elements with living Fire, | 
Blown trom the ſpring of Lite ? Is not that breath 
Immortal 2 Come z ye are as tree trom death 
As he that made ye. Can the flames expire 
Which he has kindled > Can ye quench his fire ? 
Did not the great Creatours voice proclaim | 
What ere he made ( from the blew ſpangled frame 60 
To the poor leat that trembles ) very good > | a51 
Bleſt he not both the Feeder and the Food ? ver 
Tell, tell me then, what danger can accrue God 
From ſuch bleſt Food, to ſuch halt. gods as you ? 

Cutb needleſs tears, and let no fond conceit 
Abuſe your freedom ; Woman, take and ear. 

Eve. Tis true, we are immortal ; death is yet 
Unborn, and till Rebellicn make it debr, 

Undue; I know the fruit is good , untill 
Preſumptuous diſobedience make it 111, 

The lips that open to this Fruit's a Portal 

Toletin death, and make immortal mortal. 

Serp. You cannot die ; come, woman, Taſt, and fear nct: 

Eve. Shall Eve tranſereſs ? I dare not, O I dare not. t 

Serp. Afraid 2 why Jraw® it thou back thy thin'rous arm? | 
Harm only fals on ſuch as fear a harm. | 
Heay'n knows and fears the virtue of this Tree? 

? [will make ye perfet Gods as well as He. 
Stretch forth thy hand, and let thy fondneſs never 
Fear death 3 Do, pu'l, and eat, and live for ever, 

Eve. 'Tis but an Apple; and it js as good 
Todo, as to deſire. Fruit's made for food : 
le pull, and taſt, an{ tempt my Adam too 
To know the ſecrets of this Dainty, Serp, Do. 


| 7 
| ſell 
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Unit 


Both 


An a 
S. CHRYS Ty 


I, [Book 1,  Emblemes. 7 
S. CHRYS. ſup, Matth. | 


| He forced him not: He touched him not : Only ſaid, Caſt thy 
| ſelf down; that we may know, that whoſoever obeyeth the De. 
| vilcaſteth himſelf down : For the Devil may ſuggeſt, compel he« 


|: | 
| ©. BERN. an fer. 


It is the Devils part to ſuggeſl; Ours, not to conſent. As oft 

| « wereſiſt him, ſo often we overcome him : as often as we 0+ 

vercome him, ſo often we bring joy to the Angels, and glory to 

God ; who propoſeth 145, that we may comend , and afviſteth us, 
that we may conquer. 
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Unlucky Parliament ! wherein atlaſt, | 
Both Houſes are agreed , and firmly paſt 

An aGt of death, confirm'd by higher Powers ; 
O had?: had but ſuch ſucceſs as Qurs ! 
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Emblemes, 


I1, 
JAMES I. 1F. 


| Then when luſt hath concetved , it bringeth 
forth ſfmune 5 and finne when it is fimſhed 
bringeth forth death, 


I 


Ament, lament 3 Look, look what thou haſt done ! 
| Lament the world's, lament thy own eſtate : 
; Look, look by doing how thou art undone z 
Lament thy fall ; lament thy change of State: 
' Thyfaith is broken, and thy freedom gone, A 
See, ſee too ſoon, what thou lamenr'it too lates + 
O thou that wert ſo many men, nay all : 
| Abridg*d in one, how has thy deſp cate fall 
| Deſtroy*d thy unborn ſeed, deſtroy?d thy ſelf withall. 


' z 


| How does the glory of thy beauty fade ! 


” Y £5. a» +4 


The ſpite of new. fali®n Angells. baffle Hell, © ©: 
And yie with thoſe that ſtood, and yanquiſh thoſe that fell, 


B 


See 


B 


10 Emblemes, Book 1, 


2 | 

See how the world (whoſe chaſt and pregnant womb | 
Of late conceiy'd, and brought forth nothing 111) = 
Is now degenerated, and become | as 
A baſe Adultereſs, whoſe talſe births do fall = 
The earth with Monſters, Monſters that do rome _ 


And rage about, and make a trade to kill : 
Now Glutt'ny paunches 3 Luſt begins to ſpawn ; 
Wrath takes revenge z and Avaricea pawn; 
Pale Envy pines, Pride ſwells, and Sloth begins to yawn, 
are 
, : F ; fell 
The Aire that whiſper?d, now begins to rote, | 
And bluſtring Boreas blows the boyling Tide ; 
The white-mouth*d Water now uſurps the ſhore, 
And ſcorns the pow?r of her tridental guide 3 
The fire now burns, that did but warm betore, 
And rules her ruler with reſiſtleſs pride : 
Fire, Water, Earth, and Aire, that firſt were made 
To be ſubdu'd, ſee how they now invade; (obey'd, 
They rule whome once they ſery'd, command where once 


3 


Bchold; that nakedneſs, that late bewray*d 
Thy glory, now's become thy ſhame, thy wonder 2 | 
Behold ; thoſe Trees whoſe various fruits were made | 
For food, now turn'd a [ſhade to ſhrewd thee under * 
Behold ; that voice (which thou haſt diſobey'd) 
That late was nmlick, now aftrights like thunder : 
Poor man | Are not thy joynts grown ſore with ſhak- 
To view th' eftect of thy bold undertaking, (ing, 
That in one hour didd'lt marre what heay'n 11x dayes was | See 
(making? | Upo 
' Aﬀaul 
| Prep: 


_—_ —  - —— e—_— 


S. AUG. 


Book 1.  Emblemes, II 


S. AUGUST. lib. r. delib. atbir, 


| 1 is a moſt juſt puniſhment, that man ſhould loſe that freedome 

which man could not uſe, yet had power to keep if he would; 
and that he who had knowledge to do what was right, and did 
not, ſhould be deprived of the knowledge of what was right 5 
and that he who would not do righteouſly when he had the power, 
ſhould looſe the power to do ity when he had the will. 


HUGO deanima, 


They ave juſtly pumſhed that abuſe lawful things, but they 
are moſt juſtly puniſhed, that uſe unlawful things : This Lucifer 
; fell from Heaven * thus Adam loſt bis Paradiſe; 


—_ -_ 


_ — - ———_— 


| EPIG, 2; 
| | Seehowtheſe fruitful kernils, being caſt | 
' | Uponthe earth, how thick they ſpring ! how faſt ! 
A full-ear'd crop and thriving, rank and proud; 
Prepoſtrous man ficlt ſow'd, and then he plough'd, 
| B 2 


Boi 
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Book 1. Emblemes. 
IIL. 
P ROVERBS IA. 13.” 


| Even in laughter the heart is ſorrowful, and 
| theendof tha#mirth ts heavineſs. 


| * 
I 


Las fond Chad, 
How are thy thoughts beguiPd, 
| To hope for hony from a neſt of waſps > 
| Thou may?it as well 
Goſeek for eaſe 1n hell, 
| Orſprightly Near from the mouths of aſps. 
| 


| 2 


The world's a hive, 
From whence thou canſt derive 
No good, but what thy ſouls vexation brings : 
Put caſe thou meet | 
Some peti-peti- ſweet, 


Each drop is guarded with a thouſand ſtings, 


Why doeſt thou make | 
{ Theſe murm'ring troups forſake DE. 
| The ſafe proteRion of their | mw homes ? 


| This hive contains 
| No ſweet that's worth thy pains ; 
£1es nothing be:e, alas, but empty combes. 
| B 3 : For 


Pmblemes, 


4 


For traſh and toyes, 

And grict-ingend'ring joyes, T1 

What torment ſeems too ſharp for fleſh and bloud ! | 
What bitter pills, 

Compos'd of reall ills, 

Man ſwallows down to purchaſe one falſe good ! | bo 


3 


The dainties here, 
Arc leaſt what they appear 5 
Though ſweet in hopes, yet in truition ſowre ; | 
The fruit that's yellow, 
Is found not alwayes mellow 2 
The faireſt Tulip*s not the ſweeteſt Aowre. 


6 | 


Fond youth, pive ore, 
And vex thy ks mo1e | 
In ſeeking what were better farre unfound ; | 
Alas ! thy gains 
Are onely preſent pains 
To gather Scorpions for a future wound. 


7 | 


What's earth? orinit, 
That longer then a minut, 
Can lend a tree delight that can endure : 
O who would droyl, Wh 
Or delve in ſuch a ſoy], ; Anc 
Where gain's uncertain and the pain is ſure ? 


S. AUGUSl| . 


| Emblemes. IS 


S. AUGUST. 


Sweetneſs in temporal matters is deceitful ; It is a labour and 
q perpetual fear ;, it is a dangerous pleaſure, whoſe beginning is 
without providence, and whoſe end is not without repentance. 


H U GO. 


Luxuyy is an enticing pleaſure, a baſtard mirth , which hath 
koney in her mouth, gall in her heart, aud a ſting in her tail. 


| Book 7. 


E PIG. 3; 
What, Cupid, are thy ſhafts already made ? 
; Andlecking honey, to ſet up thy trade ? e. 
True Embleme of thy ſweets / Thy Bees do bring 
Honey in their mouths, but in their tails, a ſting. 
B 4 
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Book x. 


To 


| Book I. Emblemes. 


IV. 
. Ps ALM. 62. 9. 


To be laid in the ballance,it 1s altogether lighter 
then vanity. 


| I 
{ TJllt in another weight : ?Tis yet too light ; : 
| And yet: Fond Cupid, pur 2nother in; 


| Andyet another : Still ther's under weight : 
Put in another hund:ed : Pur again ; 
Add world to world ; then heap a thouſand more 
Tothat ; then, to renew thy waſted ſtore, 
Take up more worlds on truſt, to draw thy balance Jower. 
| 2 
| Put in the fleſh, with all her Joads of pleaſure ; 
Put in great Mammoy's cndleſs inventory 
{ Put inthe po». derous afts of Mighty Ceſer 3 
Put in the greater weight ot $ weedens glory ; 
Add Scip1o*s gauntlet; put in Plato's gown 
Put Circes charmes, put in the triple crown. 
Thy ballance will not draw ; thy ballance will not down. 


3 


Lord what a world is this, which day and night, 
Men ſeck with ſo much toyl, with ſo much trouble > 
Which weigh'd in equal ſcate: is fond fo light, 
S0 poorly over-ballanc?d with a bubble ? 
Good God ! that frantick mortals ſhonld deſtroy 
Their higher kopes, and place their idle" joy 
Uponſuch airy trah, upon fo I: git a toy |! 


| 


Thou 


Emblemes, Book x, 


t1$ 
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Thou bold [mpoftor, how haſt thou beſool'd 
The tribe of Man with counterfeit delire ! 
How has the breath of thy falſe bellows cool'd 
Heay*ns i:ce born flames, and kindled baſtard fire ! 
How hatt thou vented drofs in ſtead of treaſure, 
And cheated man with thy falſe weights and meaſure, 
* Proclaiming bad for good ; and gilding death with pleaſure! 


Bod 


x2 
= 
= 

a. 


3 


The world's a crafty Strumpet, moſt affefting 
And cloſely tollowing thoſe that molt reje(t her z 
But ſeeming careleſs, nicely diſreſf efting 
And coyly flying thoſe that moſt affe® her : 
If thou be tree, ſhe*s ſtrange, if ſtrange fhe?s free ; 
Flee, and ſhe follows ; follow, and ſhe?] flee : 
Then ſhe ther*s none more coy, ther's none more fond then 


(ſhe, 
6 


© what a Crocodilian world is this, 
Compos'd of treacheries, and enſnaring wiles ! 
She clothes deſtruftion in a tormal kiſs, 
And lodges death in her deceittul ſmiles 3 
She hugs the ſoul the hates ; and there does proye 
The veryeſt tyrant where ſhe vows to love, 
And is a Serpent moſt, when moſt ſhe ſeent's a Doye: 


- | 
Thrice bappy he, whoſe noblec thoughts deſpiſe 
To make an objeR of ſo ealie gains; 
Thrice happy he who ſcornes ſo poor a prize 
Should be the crown of his hcroick pains : 
Thrice happy he, that ner was born to trie 
Her ftrowns or ſmiles ; or being born, did lie 
In his fad nurſes arms an hour or two, and die. - 


S. AUGUST, 


Z 


| 


| 
| 
| 
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| Ss AUGUST. lib, Confed. 


0 you that dote upon this world, for what viftory do ye fight ? 
Your hopes can be crowned with no greater reward then the 
world can give; and what i the world but abrittle thing full 
of dangers, wherein we travel from leſſer to greater perils? O 
el letall her vain, light, and momentany glory periſh with her ſelf, 
af and let us be converſant with move eternal things. Alas ,this 
world i5 miſerable; life is ſhort, and death is ſure, 


| 


—— "—W_—— 


EPIG. 4. 


My ſoul, what's lighter then a feather 2 wind. 
Then wind 2 The fire. And what then fire > The mind. 

What's lighter then the mind ? A thought. Then thought? 
This bubble-eworld. What then this bubble ? Novught. 
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| AtCupid*s twang, ot cle his flaming dart ; 


Book 1,  Emblemes., 


V. 
1 COR. 7. 3. 
The faſhion of this world paſſeth away, 


One ate thoſe golden dayes, wherein 
G Pale conſcience ſtarted not at ugly anne : 
When good old Saturn's peacetul Throne 
Was unuſurped by his beardleſs Son : 
When jealous Ops ne'r tear'd th' abuſe 
Of her Chaſte bed, or breach of nuptial Truce: 
When juſt Aftr ez poys?d her Scales 
In mortal hearts, whoſe abſence earth bewail's : 
When froth-born Venus and her brat, 
With all that ſpurious brood young ove begat, 
In horrid ſhapes were yet unknown ; 
Thoſe Halcyon dayes, that golden age is gone. 
There was no Client then to wait 
The leiſure of his long-tayVd Advocate; 
The Talion Law was in requelt, 
And Chanc'ry courts wete kept in ev'ry brelt; 
a—_ Statutes had no Tenters, 
men could deal ſecure without indentures : 
There was no peeping-hole to clear 
The wittals eye from his incarnate fear ; 
There were no luſtful Cinders then 
Tobroyl the Carbonado?d hearts of men ! 
The rolie cheek did then proclaim 


' Aſhameof Guilt, but not a guile of ſhame : 


There was no whining ſoul to ſtart 
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The Boy had then but callow wings, 
And fell Erynnz Scorpions had no ſtings x 
The better-aRed world did moye | 


Upon the fixed poles of Truth and Loye. [ 
Love eflenc'd in the hearts of men ; into 
Then Reaſon rul'd; there was no Paſſion then ; 
Till Luſt and Rage began to enter, [ 
Lovethe Circumference was, and loye the Center, for 
Until the wanton daycs of ove ts 
The {imple world was all compos'd of Love ; yuu 
But ove grew fleſhly, falſe, unjuſt ; | 
Intertour beauty fill?d his veins with luſt; - 
And Cucquean 7uno's tury hurld LE 
Fierce balls of rape into th' inceſtuous world : | uy, 
Afſtrea fled, and love return*d | wo 
From earth, earth boyl'd with luſt, with rage it burn'd; x/ 
And eyer fince the world hath been __ 
Kept going with the ſcourge of Luſt and Spleen, 
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S. AMBROS. 
Luft 1s « ſharp ſpur 10 vice, which alwayes putteth the affefions 
in10 4 falſe gallop. _ 


Luſt is an immoderate wantonneſs of the fleſh, a ſweet poy= 
ſon, a eruel peſtilence ; 4 pernicious poiſon, which weakneth 


the body of man, and effeminateth the ſtrength of an heroick 


' minde. 
| axoce SO ENS 


| Envy1s the hatred of anothers ſelicity : in reſpeR of $ uperia 
| ours, becauſe they are not equall tothem 3 in reſpeR of Inferi- 
| ours, leſt he ſhould be equal to them ; in reſpeR of equals, becauſe 
they are equal to them : Through envy proceeded the fall of the 
world, and the death of Chriſt. 


—_— —— 


' EPIG. Fs. 

What, Cupid, muſt the world be laſh'd ſo ſoon ! 
But made at morning, and be whipt at noon? _ 
'Tis like the wagpe that playes with Venus Doves, 
The more 'tis lalh'd, the more peryerſe it proves, 


Emblemes. 
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ECCLES. 2. 17+ 
* All is vanity and vexation of ſpartt. 


J 


Ow is the anxious ſoul of man befool'd 
In his delire, 

| That thinks an HeGick feyer may be cool'd 
In flames ot fre, 

Or hopes to rake full heaps of burniſh'd gold 
From naſty mare ! 

A whining Lover may as well requeſt 
A ſcornf{ul breaſt 

To melt 1n gentle tears, as woo the world for reſt, 


2 


Let wit and all her ſtudied plots effe&t 
The beſt they can ; 

Let ſmiling Fortune proſper and perfeR 
Whar wit began , 

Let earth adviſe with both, and ſo proje& 

A happy man 3 

Let wit or fawning Fortune vie their belt ; 

He may be blelt 


(With all that earth can givez but earth can give no reſt? 


C Whoſe 


27 


26 Emblemes, Book t, 


3 
Whoſe gold is double with a caretul hand, 


His cares atc double ; 
. The pleaſure, honour, wealth of ſea and land 

Bring but a trouble; 

The world it ſelf, and a!l rhe worlds command, 
Is but a bubble. 

The ſtrong deſires of mans inſatiate breaft 
May ſtand poſleit 

Of all that earth can give ; but earth can give no reſt, 


4 


The world?s a ſcenung Par*diſe, but her own 
And mans rormenter; 
Appearing fix*d, yet but a rolling ſtone 
Without a renter ; 
It is a vaſt Circumierence, where none 
: Can finde a Center. 
Of mo'e then earth can earth make none poſſeſt ; 
And he that leaſt 
Regards this reltleſs world, fall in this world ande reſt, 


3 


True teſt conſiſts not inthe oft reyying 
Of worldly drofs ; 
Earths mir e purchaſe is not worth the buying 3 
Her gin 1s loſs, 
Her reſt bur giddy toil, if not relying 
Urcn ber crofs. | 
How world!ings droyl tor trouble / That fond breaſt 
That is poflefs?d 
Ot earth without a c:ofs, has earth without a1eſt, 


CAS, 


©, Yr. wa. 
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CASS. inÞPſ, 

The Croſs is the invincible ſanfluary of the humble : The des 
jeft:on of the proud, the viftory of Chriſt, the deſtruRtion of the 
devil , the confirmation of the faithful, the death of the unbelieys 
er, the life of the juſt. 


DAMASCEN. 


The Croſs of Chriſt is the key of Paradiſe + the weak mans 
ſlaff : the Converts convoy : the upright mans perfeRion : the 
| ſoul and bodies health : the prevention of all evil, and the pre- 
curer of all good, 


E PIG. 6. 


Worldlings, whoſe whimpering folly holds the loſſes 
Ot honour, pleaſure, health and wealth ſuch crofles, 
F Look here, and tell me what your Arms engroſs 
When the beſt end of what ye bugg?s a crols. 
C3 


P | 
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VIL 
I PETER 4: % 


C 
Be ſober, be vigilant, becauſe your adverſary 
the devil as a roaring Lyon walketh about 
ſeeking whom he tnay devoure. 


I 


; Hy doſt thou ſuffer luſtful floth to creep , 
Dull Cyprian lad, into thy wanton brows? 

Is this a time to pay thine idle vowes 
At Morpheus (hrine ? Is this a time to ſteep 

Thy brains in waſteful llumbers ? up and rouze 
Thy leaden ſpirit : 1s this a time to ſleep > 

Adjourn thy ſanguine dreams : Awake, ariſe, 

Call in thy thoughts ; and let them all adviſe , 
Hadd'& thou as many heads as thou haſt wounded eyes. 


2 


Look, look, what horrid furies do await 
Thy flatt'ring flumbers ! If thy drowzy head 

* Butchance to nod, thou fall into a bed 
Ot ſulpt*cous flames, whoſe torinents want'a date. 
Fond boy, bewiſe ; let not thy thoughts be fed 
. With Phrygian wiſdome ; fools are wile too late : 

| Beware betimes, and let thy reaſon ſever 

Thoſe gates which paſſion clogd; wake nowy'or never : 
For if thou nodd'{t thou fall'lt : and falling fal?it for ever. 


C3 Matk, 


\ 
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3 

Mark, how the ready hands of death prepare : 

His bow is bent, and he has notch'd his dart; 

He aimes, he levels at thy flumb'ring heart ; 
The wound is poſting, O be wife, bewa!e. 

What ? has the voyce of danger loit the art 
To raiſe the ſpirit of negleRed care ? 

Well, ſteep thy fill, and take thy ſoft repoſes ; 

But know withall, ſweet tafts have ſower cloſes ; 
And he repents in thorns, that flceps in beds of roſes. 


4 


Yet ſluggard, wake, and gull thy ſoul no more 
With earths falſe pleaſute, and the worlds detighr, 
Whole truit is fair and plealing to the (1ght, 
But ſowre 1n taſk, falſe at the putrid core : 
Thy flaring glaſs is gems at her halt Iighe, 
- She makes thee ſeeming rich, but truly poor : 
She boaſts a kernel, and beſtows a ſhell ; 
Performs an inch of her fatr promis'd ell - 
Her wotds proteit a Heay'n ; her works produce an hell. 


5 


O thon the fountain of whoſe better part 
Is earth'd and gravell\d up with vain defire : 
That dayly wallow?it in the fleſhly mire 
And baſe pollution of a luitful heart, 
That feel'ſt no paſſion but in wanton fie, 
And own'ſt no torment but from Cupid®s dart; 
Behold thy Type : Thou ft1*ſt upon this ball 
 Ofearth, ſecure, while death that flings at all, 
Stands arm'd to ſtrike thee down, where flames attend thy 


(fall 
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S. BERN. 


| Securityis nowhere ; 1t is neither in Heaven, nor in Parediſe» 
much leſs in the world : In heaven the Angels fell fromthe di- 
vine preſence ; in Paradiſe, Adam feil from his place of plea- 
ſure; in the world, Zudes fe!l from the School of our Saviour, 


H U GO. 


I eat ſecure, T drink ſecure, I fleep ſecure, even as though 1 
had paſt the day of death, avoided the day of judgement, and e- 
ſeaped the torments of hell. fire: 1 play and laugh, as though 1 
were already triumphing in the kingdom of Heaven, 


thy EPIG. 7. 


all'} Get up, my ſoul ; Redeem thy laviſh eyes. 
From drowzy bondage : O beware; he wiſes 
{Thy fo's before thee ; thou muſt fight or flie ; 
N Life lies moſt open in a cloſed eye. a 
4 
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LUKE 6. 25, 


Woe be to you that laugh now, ſor ye ſhall mourn 
and weep, | 


He world ?s a popular diſcaſe, that reigns 
Within the froward heart and frantick brains 

Ot poor diltemper'd mortals oft arifing ; 

From 11] digeſtion, through th? unequal poyling 

Ofill-wergh*d Elements, whoſe light dicedts 

Malignant humoutrs to malign effeRs : 

One raves and labours with a boyling lyer ; 

Rends hair by handtnlls, curſing Cuprd's quiver ; 

Another with a bloudy- flux of oaths 

Vows deep revenge : one dotes ; the other loaths : 

One frcisks and fipgs, and vies a flagon more 

To drench dry cares, and makes the welkin rore: 

Another droops 3 the ſun-ſhine makes him fad; 

Heay*n cannot pleaſe : One's mop?d; the tother's mad: 

One huges his gold ; another lets it flie : 

He knowing not for whom ; nor tother why. 

One ſpends his day in plots, his night in play ; 

Another ſleeps and fluggs both might and day : 

One laughs at this thing; tother cries for that 2 

But neither one nor tother knows for what k 

Wonder of wonders ! what we ought 1 evite 

As our diſeaſe, we bugg as our delight: 

"Tis held a ſymprome of approaching danger, 

When diſacquainted Senſe becomes a ſtranger, 
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And takes no knowledg of an old diſeaſe ; 
But when a noyſome priet begins to pleaſe 
The unreliſting ſenſe, it is a fear 

That death has parl'*d, and compounded there : 
As when the dreadful Thund'rers awful hand 
Poures forth a vial on th' inſeed land, 

At firſt th' affrighted Mortals quake and fear ; 
And ejery noiſe 1s thought the Thunderer : 
Burt when the frequent ſoul-departing bell 
Has pav'd their cars with her familiar knell, 

It is reputed but a nine dayes wonder, 


They neither fear the Thund'rer nor his, Thunder : 


So when the world (a worſe diſeaſe) began *« 
To ſmart for fin, poor new created Man 

Could ſeek for ſhelter, and his gen'rous Son 
Knew by his wages what his hands had done 
But bold-fac?d Mortals in our bluſhleſs times 
Can ſing and ſmile, and make a ſport of crimes, 
Tranfgreſs of cuſtome, and 1ebell in caſe; 

We falſe-joy*d fools can triumph in diſea'e, 
And (as the careleſs Pilgrim, being bit 

By the Tarantula, begins a fic 

Of life-concluding laughter) waſt our breath 
Inlaviſh pleafure, till we laugh to death, 


VP - 
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HU GO deanima. 

what profit is there in ain glory, momentany mirth, the 
worlds power, the fle(hes pleaſure, full riches, noble deſcent, and 
great deſires > Where is their laughter ? Where is their mirth? 
where their inſolence ? their arrogance? From how much joy 16 
how much fadneſs ! After how much mirth, how much miſery ! 
From how great glory are they fallen to how great torments ! 
What hath fallen to them, may befall thee, becauſe thou art a man? 
Thou art of earth; thou liveſtof earth 3 thou ſhalt return #0 
earth, Death expefeth thee every where 3 be wiſe therefore, 
a:dexpet} death every where. 


EPIG. 8. 


What ayls the fool to laugh > Does ſomething pleaſe 


8 Yan conceit ? Or 1i$s't a meer diſeaſe? 
þ \ 
ool, gipgle on, and walt thy wanton breath; 


Toy morning laughter breeds an er'ning deaths 
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{ | IX. 
1: JOHN 2. I7. 


The world paſſeth away, and all the laſts 
thereof, 


I 


Raw near, brave ſparks, whoſe ſpirits ſcorn tolight 
Your hallow'd tapours, but at honours flame ; 
You, whoſe heroick aQtions take delight 
To varniſh over a new-painted name ; 
Whoſe highgbred thoughts diſdain to take their flight, 
But on th” Icarian wings of babling tame 
Behold, how tott®ring are your high-built ſtories 
Of earth,wheron you truſt the ground-work of your glones, 


2 


And you more brain-{1ck Lovers, that can priſe 

A wanton {mile betore eternal joyes ; 
That know no heay'n but in your Miſtriſs eyes 3 

That feel no pleaſure but what ſenſe enjoyes : 
That can, like crown-diſtemper'd fools deſpiſe 

True riches, and like babies whine for toyes : 

Think ye the Pageants of your hopes are able 

Toſtand ſecute on earth, when earth it ſelf 's unſtable 3 


2 
IJ 


Come dung-hill worldlings, you that roote like ſwine, 
Andcaſt up golden trenches whe: e ye come : 

Whoſe ogely pleaſure is to undermine, 

* And view the ſecrets of your mothers womb #7; 2/4. 

Comebring your Saint, pouch'd in his leather ſhrins, i 
And ſummon all your griping Angels homez 

Behold your yvorld, the bank ot all your ſtore 
The vyorld ye ſo admire, the yyorld ye ſo adore. 
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A feeble world, whoſe hot-mouth'd pleaſures tire 
Before the race 3 before the tart, retrait ; 

A taithleſs world, whole talſe delights expire 
Betore the terme of halt their promis'd date 

A fickle world, not worth the lealt delire, 
Where ev'ry chance proclaims a change of State : 

A teeb!e, taithleſ:, fick!e world, wherein 
Each monon proves a vice 3 and ev*ry at a lin, 


5 


The beauty, that of late was in her flowre, 
Is now a ruinz not to raiſe a lult ; 
He that was lately drench*d in Danaes [hower, F 
Is maſter now of neither gold nor truſt ; 
Whoſe honour late was mann? with princely power, 
Hts glory now hes buried in the duſt; 
O who would truſt this world, or prize what's init, 


That gives and takes, and chops and changes ey'ry migut 


6 


Nor leneth of days, nor ſolid ſtrength of brain, 

Can fiade a place wherein to re:t ſecure 3 
The world 1s various and the earth is vain : 

Thete's nothing certain hee, ther?s nothing ſure: 
We wudee, we travel but tron pain to pain 

And what's our onely griet '5 our onely cure : 

The world's a torment; he that would endeavour 

To finde the way to ret, mult ſeek the way to leave her, 
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| S. GREG. in ho. 


Behold the world is withered in it ſelf, yet flouriſheth tm our 
hearts; every where death, every where grief, every where dee 
ſolation ; On every [ide we are ſmitten ; on every ſide filled with 
biuterneſs, and yet with the blinde minde of carnal defire we love 
her bitterneſs : 1t flieth, and we follow it ; it falleth, yet we ſtick 
it : 4nd becauſe we cannot enjoy it fallen, we fall with itz and 
enjoy it, fallen, 


EPIG. 9. 


If Fortune bale, or envious Time but ſpurn, 

The world turns round ; and with the world we turns 
When Fortune ſees, and Lyix ey d Time is blinde, 
Ple truſt thy Joyes, O world ; tull then, the winde, 
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Joun 8. 44. 


Ye are of your father the devil, and theluſts of < | 
your father ye will do. 


fR=s your right ground : wa 2g gently o're this black; 
*Tis a ſhort catt; yaie quickly at the jack. 
| Rub, rub an inch or twoz two crowns to one 
On this bowls {1:de- blow winde, *cis fairly thrownt 
The next bowl's worſe that comes, come bowl away z 
Memmon, you know the ground untutour*d, play 5 
Your laſt was gone, a yard of {t:ength well ſpar'd, 
Had touch'd the block 3 your hand is ſtill too hard, 7 
Brave paſtime, Readers, to conſume that day, 
Which without paltune flies too ſwift away ! 
See how they labour ; as if day and night - 
Were both too ſhort to ſerve their looſe delight 3 ©, 
See how their curved bodies wreath, and skrue * RI 
Such antick ſhapes as Prote:is never knew : ekthngt 
| One rapps an oath, another deals a curſe; 
He neyer better bowIPd ; this never worſe : 
One rubs his itchleſs elbow, (hruggs and Jaughsz . 
The tother bends his beetle-brows. 21d chates 3 | 


X. 
- 


Tobleſs the vitors honourable bruwes ? 


D Cond, 
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Come, Reader, come ; Þle light thine eye the way 
To view the Prize, the while the gameſters play : 
Cloſe by the jack, behold, pill fortune ſtands 0 
To wave the game ; ſee, in her partial hands od 
The glorious garland's beld in open ſhow, 
Tochear the Lads, and crown the Congq'rours brow; 
The world's the jack ; the gameſters that contend, | 
Are Cupid, Mammon : that judicious Friend, 
That gives the ground, is Satan: and the bowles 
Are ſinful thoughts : the Prize, a crown for fools. 


Who breathes that bowles not > what bold tongue can ſa , 
Without a bluſh, he hath not bowl'd to day 2 fa 


It is the trade of man ; and every ſinner . 
Has plaid his rubbers : Every ſouls a winner. 

The vulgar Proverb*s croſt, He hardly can 

Be a pood bowler and an honeſt man. 

Good God, turn thou my Brazil thoughts anew ; 
New ſole my bowles, and make their bias true : 

PII ceaſe:to game, till fairer ground be given, 
Nor wiſh co winn until the mark 5%, cunt 
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S. BERNARD. lib. de Conſid. 


0 you Sons of Adam, you covetous generation, what have ye 
18 do with earthly riches, which are neither true, nor yours ? Gold 
| Bard Silver are real earth, red and white, which the onely errouy 
We Fof man makes, or rather repuzes, precious : In ſhort, if they bs 
yours earry them with you. 


S, HIER ON. un Ep. 


wh.0 Lyft, thou infernal fire, whoſe fuel is gluttony ; whoſe flat 
5 pride ; whoſe ſparkles aye wanton words ; whoſe ſmoke « in- 
famy ; whoſe aſhes art uncleanneſs ; whoſe end #5 hell, 


— 


| E PIG. 10, 

j Manmor well followed : Cupid bravely led ; 

| Both Touchers ; equal Fortune makes a dead? 
| Noreed can meaſure where the conquelt lies ; 


; Taki my advice ; compound, and ſhare the Prizg 
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XI. 
EPHESIANS 2. 2, 


Ie walked according to the courſe of this world, 


| according to the Prince of the aire, 


I 


Whither will this mad-brain world at laſt 
Be driv?n ? where will her, reſtleſs wheels arrive ? 
», | Why burries on her i]I-match'd pair fo faſt ? 
' | Owhithermeans her furious groom to drive ? 
| What? will her rambling fits be never paſt ? 
A For ever ranging ? Never onceretrive ? 
py Will earths perpetual progreſs ne'r expire ? 
A Her Team continuing in their freſh careir, 
* i} And yet they never reſt, and yet they never tire, 


2 


Sv"; hot-mouth'd ſteeds, whoſe noſtrils vomit flame; | 
And brazen lungs belch forth'quotidian fire, _ 
ter twelye hours taske perform?®d grow {tiff andlame, 
And their immortal ſpirits faint and tire: nn, # 
\t th? azure mountains foot their labours Clair 
The priviledge of reſt, where they retire Vo 
Toquench their burning fetlocks, and to ſteep: 
- Their flaming noſtrils in the weſtern deep) 4 
$406 freſh their tired ſculs with ſtrength» reſtoring ſleep. 


D 3 | But 


4 
Ly 


3 
But theſe prodigious hackneys, baſely got 


*Twixt men and devils, made for race nor flight, by 
Can drag the idle world, expeQing not th 
The bed of reit, but travel with delight ; ds 
Who neither weighing way nor weather, trot 
Through duſt and dirt, and droyl both night anddy; 
Thus 8royl theſe friends incarnate, whole free pain 
Are fed with drophes and venereal blains. n 


No need to uſe the whip ; bur ſtrength to rule the rain 


4 Iu 
Poor captive world | How has thy lightneſs given 
A jult occaſ1on to thy foes illuſion ? 
O, how artthou betray'd, thus fairly driven 
In ſeenting triumph to thy own confufion 2 
How is thy empty univerſe bereayen 
Of all true joyes, by one falſe joyes deluſion ? 
So I have ſeen anunblown virgin fed 
With ſugar'd words ſo full, that ſhe is led 
A fair attended Bride to a falſe Banktupts bed; 


3 
Pull gracious'Lord ; Let not thine Arm fotſake 
The world, impounded in her own devices ; 
Think of that pleaſure that thou once didit take 
Among(tthe Lillies and ſweet Beds of ſpices. 
Hale ſtrongly, thou whoſe hand has poyy*r to flake 
The ſwitt-foot fury of ten thouſand vices : 
Let not that duſt-devouring Dragon boaſt, | 
His craft has wonn what Judahs Lion loſt ; 
Remember what it cray*d z recount the price it coſt. 


151D0 


E.2” 


I 


# Book 1, 


Emblemes. 47 
ISIDO Re lib. 1. De ſummo bono. 


By how much the nearey Satan percetveth the world to an end, 
by ſo much the more fiercely he troubleth it with perſecution ; 
that knowing himſelf is to be damned, he may get company in his 
daymation. 

CYPRIAN. in Ep. 

Broad and ſpacious is the yoad 10 infernal life : there are en- 

ticements end death- bringing pleaſures, There the Devil flatter- 


eth, that he may deceive ;, ſmileth that he may endamage ; al- 
lureth that he may deflroy. 


EPIG. 1r. 


Nay ſoft and fair, good world; poſt not too faſt ; 
Thy journies end requires not half this haſt, 
Unleſs that arm thou ſo diſdain'ſt, reprives thee, 
Alas thou needs muſt go; the deyil drives thee. 
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ISAIAH 66. 11. 


Ye may ſuch but not be ſatisfied with the breaſt 
| of berconſolation.. 


\ 
I 


Hat never fill'd ? Be thy lips skrew'd ſo falt (thee: 
To th? earths full breaſt?*tor ſhame, for ſhame unſeife 
Thou taK'ſt a ſurfet where thou ſhould'ſt but caſt, 

And mak'ſt too much not balte enough to pleaſe thee. 
Ah fool, forbear ; Thou fwallow?it at one breath 
Both food and poyſon down 3 thou diaw'ſt both milk and 

(death, 
2 j 


The ub'rous breaſts, when fairly drawn, repaſt 
The thriving infant with their milkie floud, 
. | | Butbeing overſtrain®d, return at laſt 
| $ VUnwholſome gulps compos'd of winde and bloud. * - -. 
4 A mo@rate uſe does both repaſt and pleaſe; 
Who ſtrains beyond a mean draws in and gulps diſeaſes 


3 


But, O that mean whoſe good the leaſt abuſe 
Makes bad, is too too hard to be direQed: 
Can thorns bring grapes or crabs a pleafin juyce > 
| There's nothing wholeſome, where the whole's infefled, 
| Unſeiſe thy lips : Earths milk's a rip?ned core 
| [That drops from ker diſeaſe, that matters from herſors.- —_ _ 
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4. 
Think'ſ thou that paunch that burlyes out thy coat, 
Is thriving fat; or fleſh, that ſeems ſo brawny ? 
Thy paunch is drophied and thy cheeks are bloat ; 
Thy lips are white and thy complexion tawny ; eiti 


Thy skin*s a bladder blown with watry tumours; Þ wh 
Thy fleſh a trembling bog, a quagmire tull of humouf þ 


| 


5 | the 
And thou whoſe thriveleſs hands are ever ſtraining fa 
*Earths fluent breaſts into an empty five, 
That alwaies haſt, yet alwaies art complaining, 
And whin'ſt for more then earth has power to pire; 
Whoſe treaſure flows and flees away as faſt ; Ju 
That ever haſt, and haſt, yet haſt not what thou kaſt: } ® 


6 


Go chooſe a ſubſtance, fool, that will remain 
Within the limits of thy leaking meaſure 
Or elſe go ſeek anfirne that will recain 
The liquid body of thy ſlipp'ry treaſure : 
Alas, how poorely are thy labours crown'd ? 
Thy liquour's neither ſweet, nor yet thy veſſel ſound. 
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What leſs then fool is Man, to prog and plot, 
And laviſh out the cream of all his care, 
To gain poor ſeeming goods, which being got, 
Make firm poſſeſſion but a thorow-fare ? | 
 _ Or if they ſtay, they furrow thoughts the deeper 
And being kept with care, they loſe their careful keepet 


S, GRE 
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t, $.GREG, Hom. 3. ſecund. pafre Ezech. 


we oiye more t0 the then we ought, we nouriſh an exe- 
_—- e nor 10 lg otra wic we ought, = 4 
citizen : The fleſh 55 to be ſatisfied ſo far as ſuffices to 0tiy good 3 
5; | whoſoever alloweth ſo much to hey as to make her proud, know- 
10s e+þ not how to be ſatisfied : 10 be ſatisfied x5 a great art; leſt by 
the ſatiety of the fleſh we break forth into the iniquity of hex 

# folly. 


HUGO de Anima. 


_ The heart # a ſmall thing, but deſireth great matters , 1t is #01 
"Þ ſufficient for « Kites dinner, yet the whole world is not ſuffici» 
| entforie. 


- 
i 0 


' : E P I G. I'2, 
What makes thee,fool, ſo fat > Fook, thee ſo bare 3 
EQ  Yeſuck the ſelf-ſfame milk, the ſelf-ſame ai : | 
No mean betwixt all paunch, and skin and bone ? 
The mean's a virtue, and the world has nope, 
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XIII, 
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Wo 
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Ne aki Ceona tuner; Dy my Teaſer nor | 


| But 
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XIII. 


Journ 3. 19. 


Men love darkneſs rather then light, becauſe 


their deeds are evil. 


Ord, when we leave the world and come to Thee, 
How dull, how flug are we! 
How backward ! how prepoſterous is the motion 
Of our ungain devotion! 
Our thoughts are milſtones, and our ſouls are lead, 
And our defires are dead ; 
Our yowes are fairly promis'd, faintly paid ; 
Or broken ornot made ; 
Our better work (if any good) attends 
| Upon our private ends : 
In whoſe performance one poor worldly ſcoff 
Foyls us, or beats us off. 
If thy ſharp ſcourge finde out ſome ſecret fault, 
. We grumble or revolt ; 
Andif thy gentle hand forbear, we ſtray, 
Or idly loſe the way, 
lthe road fair ? we loyter: clogg'd with mire'> 
We ſtick, or e!ſe retire ; 
Alamb appears alion ; and we fear, 
Each buſh we ſee's a bear. 


| When our dull ſouls dire& their thoughts to theey 


The ſoft-pac'd ſnail is not ſo ſlow as we: 
when at carth we dart our wing?d deſire, 
We burn, we burn like fare. 
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Like as the anrrous needle joyes to bend 

To ker Magnetick friend * 
Or as the greedy Lovers eye-balls flye 

At bis fair Miſtriſs eye : 
So, ſo we cling to earth ; we flie and puff, 

Yet flie not faſt enough. 
If pleaſure becken with her balmy hand, 

' _  Herbeck's a ſtrong command : 

If honour call us with a courtly = 

An hours delay is death : 
* If profics golden finger'd charms enveigles, 

We clip more ſwitt then Eagles : herſoe 
Let Auſter weep, or bluſtring Boreas rore 

Till eyes or lungs be ſore: 
Let Neptune ſwell until his dropſy-ſides 

Burſt into broken tides : 
Nor threataing rocks, nor winds, nor waves, nor fire, 

Can curb our fierce defare ; 
Nor fire nor rocks can Rop our furious minds, 

Nor wayes, mor winds : 
How faſt and fearleſs do our footſteps flec ! 
The light-foot Roe-buck's not ſo ſwift as we. 
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$. AUG UST. ſup. Pal. 64. 
Two ſeveral Lovers built two ſeveral Cities ; the love of God 
Buildeth a Feruſalem 3 the love of the world buildeth a Babylon : 
et every one enquire of himſelf what he loveth, and he ſhall re- 
Ive bimſelf of whence he 5 @ Citizen. 


S. AUGUST. lib. 3. Confeſs. 


All things are driven by their own weight, and tend to their 
n centre: My weight is my love 3; by that Iams driven whis 
herſoever 1 am driven, 


Ibidem, 


Lord, be loveth thee the leſs, that loveth any thing with thee, 
bich he loveth not far thee. 


E PIG. 13. 


\$-2% ſeourge my Afs if ſhe ſhould make no mL  P 
Pu9curb my Stag if he ſhould flic too faſt : 
Fhebe overſwift, or ſhe prove idle,  . 

q* Lore lend bim a ſpur ; Fear, her a bridle, 
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XIV. 


PSALM 13. 3» 


Liphten mine eyes, O Lord, leſt 1 fleep the ſleep 


of death. 


wW Il%tne'r be morning ? Will that promis*d light 
Ne'r break, and clear thoſe clouds of night ? 
Sweet Phoſper, bring the day, 
Whoſe conqu?ring ray | 
May chaſe theſe fogs z Sweet F-oſper, bring the day. 


How long ! how long ſhall theſe hemighted eyes 
Languith in ſhades, like feeble flies RF 
Expeting Spring ! How long ſhall darkneſs ſoyl 
Theface of carth, and thus beguile 
Our ſouls of ſprightful aRion ? when, when will day 
; | Beginto dawn, whoſe new-born ray 
May gild the weather-cocks of our devotion, 
And pive our unſoul®d ſouls new motion ? 
{| - Sweet Phoſper, bring the day, 
Thy light will fray 
beſe horrid miſts ; Sweet Phoſper, bring the day. 


Let thoſe haye night that ſlily love t* immure 
Their cloyſter?d crimes and finne ſecure 3 
tthoſe have night that bluſh to let men knov; 
The baſeneſs they ne'r bluſh to ds ; 

" thoſe have night, that love to take a nap 
4 And lo!l in Ignorances lap ; 


E 
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Let thoſe whoſe eyes, like Owls, abhorr the light, 
Let thoſe have night that love the night : 
Sweet Phoſper bring the day; 
How ſad delay h 
Afflias dull hopes ! Sweet Phoſper, bring the day. 0) 


Alas! my light in vain-expeQlag eyes * 
Can find no obje& but what riſe 7 
From this poor mortal blaze, a dying ſpark w1 
Of Vulcan's forge, whoſe flames are dark 
And dangerous, a dull blew burning light, 
As melancholy as the night : 
Here's all the Sunnes that pliſter in the Sphere 
Ot earth : Ah ne ! what comfort's here > 
Sweet Phoſper, bring the day ; 
Haſte, haſte away 
Heay*ns loyt'ring lamp; Sweet Phoſper, bring the day! 


low, Ignorance : O thou, whoſe idle knee 
Rocks earth into a Lethargie, 
And with thy ſootic fingers haſt bedight 
The worlds fair cheeks, blow, blow thy ſpite ; 
,Since thou haſt putt our greater Tapour z do 
Puffe on, and out the leſſer toO 2 
It ere that breath-exiled flame return, 
. Thou haſt not blown, as it will burn * 
Sweet Phoſper, bring the day ; 
 Lightwill repay 
The wrongs of night : Sweet Phoſper, bring the day, 
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S. AUGUST, in Joh, Ser. 19. 


God is all to thee * If thou be hungry, he is bread ; 1f thirſflys 
he is water; If in darkneſs, he is light ; If naked, he is a robe 
of immortality. 

AL ANUS de conq. nat. 

God is a light that is never. darkned ; An unwearied life, that 
cannot die ; a fountain alwayes flowing ; a garden of life; a ſe- 
winary of wiſdome, a radical beginning of all goodneſs, 


EPIG. 1, 


My ſoul, if Ignorance puffe out thislight, 

Shel do a favour that intends a ſpight : , 
*T ſeems dark abroad ; but take this light away, 

Thy windows will diſcover bre«k a day, 

E 3 
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XV. 
RxEVELATION 12, 12, 


The Devil is come unto you, having preat wrath, 


becauſe he knoweth that he hath but a. 
ſhort time, on 


Ord! can'ſt thou ſee and ſuffer ?' is thy hand' - _ 
Still bound to th'peace ? Shall earths, black Monarch 
A full poſſeſſion of thy waſted land > - + 1. (take? 
O, will thy ſlumb?*cing vengeance never wake, . 
Till full-ag'd law-reſilting Cuſtome ſhake 
The pillars of thy right by falſe command 2 
Unlock thy clouds, great Thunder, and come down; 
Behold whoſe Temples wear thy ſacred Crown 3 _- 
Redreſs, redreſs our wrongs ; revenge, reyenge thly own, 


2 


See how the bold Uſurper mounts the ſeat 
Of royal Majeſtie ; How overſtrawing 
Perils with pleaſure, pointing ev'ry threat 
With bugbear death, by torments over-awi 
Thy trighted ſubje&s ; or by favours drawing >. 
Their tempted hearts to his unjuſt retreat ; X 
Lord can'it thou be ſo mild, and he ſo bold? 
Orzcan thy flocks be thriving, when the fold | s 
| Is goyern'd by a Fox ? Lord, can'ſt thou ſee and hold? © 


mA AX 
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That ſwift-wing'd Advocate,that did commence 
Our welcome ſuits before the King of kings, 
That ſweet Embaſſadour, that hurries hence 
What ayres th' harmonious ſoul or ſ{1ghs or lings, 
See how ſhe flutters with her idle wings 
Her wings are clipt, and eyes put out by ſenſe : 
;, Senſe-conqu'ring Faith is now grown blind and cold, 
And baſely craven'd, that in times of old 
Did conquer Heay?a it ſelf, do what th' Almighty could, 


4 


Bebold how double fraud does ſcourge and tear 
' eAſtrea's wounded fides, plough'd up, and rent 
With knotted cords, whoſe fury has no ear ; 

See how [he ſtands a pris'ner to be ſent 

A flave tfito eternal baniſhment, 
I know not whither, O, | know not where : 

Her Patent muſt be cancelF'd in diſgrace ; 
And fweer- lipt Fraud, with her divided face, 
| Muſt a3 Aſftr*s part, muſt take 4ſtree's place. 


3 | 
Faith's pinion?s clipt ? And fair 4ſtrea gone ? 
Quick- ſeeing Faith now blind 2 And Juſtice lee ? 
Has 7uſtice now found wings ? and has Faith none ? 
;” - Whatdoweheae? whowould not wilk to be 
Diffoly*dfrom earth, and with Aſtrea flee 
From this-bligd dungeon to that Sun bright Throne ? 
Lord, 1s thy Scepter loſt, or laid aſide ? 
Is hell broke looſe, and all her fends untied > 
, Lord, riſe and royze, and rule and cruſh their furious price, 


PETK 


Book 1. 


—— — 
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PETR. RAV. in Matth, 


The Devil is the author of evil, the fountain of wickedneſs, 
the adverſary of the truth, the corrupter of the world, mans per- 
petual enemy ;, be planteth ſnares, diggeth ditches, ſpurreth bs- 
dies, he goadeth ſouls, he ſuggeſteth thoughts, belcheth angery 
expoſeth virtues to hatred, maketh vices beloved, ſoweth errours, 
nouriſheth contention, diſturbeth peace, and ſcattereth affeftions. 


MACAR. 


Let us ſuffer with thoſe that ſuſfer, and be crucified with thoſe 
that are crucified, that we maybe glorified with thoſe that are 


lori fied. 
Y SAVANAR. 


If there be no enemy, no fight ; if no fight; no vittory; if 
#0 victory, no crown. 


EPIG. 15, 


My ſoul, fit thou a patient looker on ; 
Judge not the Play before the play is done 2 

Her plot has many changes : Every day 

Speaks a new Scene 3 the laſt at crowns the Play, 
E 4 
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St himme lumen ademptum . 


ISAIAH Fo, Ir, 


You that walk in the light of your own fire, and 
inthe ſparks that ye have kindled, ye fhall 


lie down in ſorrow. 


I 


O, filly Cunid, ſnuffe and trimme 
Thy falſe thy feeble light; : 
Andmake her ſelf-conſuming flames more bright 3 
Methinks ſhe burns tao diname. 
Is this that ſprightly fire, 
Whoſe more then ſacred beams inſpire 
The raviſht hearts of men, and ſo inflame delue ? 


2 


ee, Boy, how thy unthrifty blaze 
Conſumes, how faſt ſhe waines 3 
befpends her ſelf, and her, whoſe wealth maintains 
Her weak, her idle rayes. 


Cannot thy luſtful blaſt, "iz. 1 
Which gave it luſtre, make it Iaſt ? (faſt + 
ſhat heart can long be pleas?d, where pleaſure ſpends fo 

3 


, Wanton, place thy pale-fac*d light 
Where never breaking day 
Picnds to vifit mortals, or diſplay 
4 Thyſullen ſhades of night : 
Thy Torch will burn more clear 
Jlonights un-Tiran'd Hemiſphere ; 
ans ſcornful flames and thine can neyer co- appear, 


In 
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In vain thy buſie hands addteſs 
Their labour to diſplay 
"Thy eaſie blaze within the —_ of day 3 
The greater drowns the leſs : 
If Heay'ns bright glory ſhine, 
Thy glinYring ſparks muſt needs religne; 
Puff out heay'ns glory then, or heay*n will work out 


5 


Go, Cupids rammiſh Pander, go, 
Whoſe dull, whoſe low deſire 
Can find ſufficient warmth from: Natures fire, 
Spend borrow?®d breath, and blow, 
Blow wind made ſtrong with ſpite 3 
When thou haft pufr the preater light, 
Thy lefler ſpark may ſhine, and warm the new-madey 


6 


Deluded mortals, tell me when 
Your daring breath has blown 
Heay'ns Tapour out, and you have ſpent your own 
What fire ſhall warm ye then ? 
Ah fools, perpetual night 
Shall haunt your fouls with Stygian fright, | 
Whete they ſhall boyl in flames, but flames ſhall br 
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S. AUGUST. 
The ſufficiency of my merit i} to know that my merit is not 
ficient. 


S. GREG. Mor. 25. 


how wuch the leſs man ſeeth himſelf, by ſo much theleſs he | 
Bleaſeth himſelf ; and by how much the more he ſeeth the * 
oh of Grace, by ſo much the more he diſdaineth the light of 
Bare. 


. S. GREG. Mor, 


The light of the underſtanding humility kindleth and pride 
ereth, 


EPIG. r. 


tou blowſt heay*ns fire, the whil'{t thou go*ſt abour, 
ebellious fool, in vain to blow jt out ; 

ly folly addes confuſion to thy death ; 

Pear%ns fire confounds, when tanu'd with Follies breath. 


- 
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II. 


ECCLES. 4. 8. 


Lereis no end of all bis labour, neither is his 


eye ſatisfied with riches. 


I How our wid*ned arms can over-ſtretch 

} Their own dimenſions ! How our hands can reach 

ond their diſtance ! How our yielding breaſt 

| Enſhrink, to be more full, and full poſſe(t 
this inferiour Orb ! How earth refin®d 
cling to ſordid earth ! How kinde to kinde ! 
gape, we graſp, we gripe, add (tote to ſtore 3 
buph requires too much 2: too much craves more, 
charge our ſouls ſo ſore beyond their ſtints 
at we recoyl or burſt : the buſtte Mint 
our laborious thoughts is ever going, 
| Þdcoyning new deſties ; defires not knowing 
' Perenext to pitch, but like the boundleſs Ocean 
In, and gain ground, and grow more ſtrong by motion. 
Fe pale-fac'd Lady of the black-ey'd night 

it tips her horned brows with caſte light, 

ſe curious train of ſpangled Nymphs attice 
rnext nights glory with increaſing fire 3 
Ft eVning adds more luſtre, and adorns 

Saving beauty of her, graſping horns : 

and draws her brothers golden ſtore 

Pill herglutted Orb can ſuck no more. 
"F*lothe Vulture of inſatiate minds 


PF vants, and wanting ſeeks, and ſeeking finds 


New 
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New fewel to increaſe her ray'nous fire, 

The grave is ſooner cloy*d then mens deſire: 
We croſs the ſeas, and ?mid(t her waves we burn, 
Tranſporting lites, pe:chance that ne're return; 
We ſack, we ranſack to the utmoſt ſands 

Of native kingdomes, and of forreign lands z 
We travel ſea and {oyl, we pry, we proul, 

We progreſs, and we prog from pole to pole ; 
We ſpend our mid-day ſweat, our midnight oyl, 
We tire the night in thought, the day in toyl; 
We make Art ſeryile, and the Trade gentile, 
(Yet both corrupted with ingenioms guile) 

' Tocompaſs earth , and with her empty ſtore 
To fill our arms, and graſp one handful more 
Thus ſeeking reſt, our Jabours never ceaſe, 

But as our years, our hot deſires increaſe: 

Thus we, poor little Worlds ! (with bloud and ſweat) 
In vain attempt to comprehend the great ; 
Thus, in our gain, become we paintul loſers, 
And what*s enclos'd, encloſes the encloſers. 
Now Reader cloſe thy book, and then adviſe : 
Be wiſely worldly,be not worldly wile; 

Let not thy nobler tho ghts be alwaies raking 
The worlds baſe dunghil ; vermin?s took by taking: 
| Take heed thou truſt not the deceitful lap 

Of wanton Dalilzh ; The world?s a trap 
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HUGO deanima, 


rell me where be thoſe now that ſo lately loved «nd hugg'd 
-world > Nothing remaineth of them but duſt end worms : 
ſerve what thoſe men were ; what thoſe men are : They were 
» thee ; they did eat, drink, laugh, and led merry dazes, and 
4 moment ſlipt into hell. Here their fleſh is food for worms ; 

e, their ſouls are fewel for fire, till they ſhall be rejoyned ins 
" unhappy fellowſhip, and caſt into eternal torments ; where 
hey that were once companions in ſis, ſhall be hereafter partners 


n puniſhment, 


| F E PIG. 2. 
\FCripe, Cupid, and gripe ſtil], until that wind, 

hat's pent before, find ſecret vent behind : 

(And when th*aft done, hark here, I tell thee what, 
Fore Ile traſt thy armful, Vle truſt that, 
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JII, 


(Jen anae ite ; fed Hamat amo2 . 


Povk )  Embleinas; 
III. 


Jos 18. 8. 


He 1: caft into a net by his own feet, and wal ke 
ethupon a ſnare, 


: 


\ - Hat? nets and quiyer too ? what need there all 
| Theſe flie devices to betray poor men? 
Wie they not taft enough, when thouſands fall 
Before thy dart ? what need theſe engines then ? 
\ttend they not, and anſwer to thy call, 
Like nightly coveys, where thou liſt and-when?-. 
What needs a ſtratagem where ſttength-can ſwy ? * 
Or what need ſtrength compel, where none gainſay ? | 
Or what need ſtratagem or ſtrength, where bearts obey ?, 


2 


luband thy Nleights : Tt is biit vain to waſt 
Honey on thoſe that will be catch'd with gall j 
loucanſt not, ah ! thou canſt not bid ſofaſt 
As then obey * thou art more ſlow to call 
ten they to come 3 thou canſt not make fuch haft 
To ſtrike, as they being ſtruck make haſt to fall. 

Go fave thy nets for that rebellious heart 
| That ſcorns thy pow?c, and has obtain'd the art 
F zioid thy Alying ſhaft, to quench thy fi” ry darty 


8p - Loſt 


SW * 


74 Emblemes, Bob 


3 
Loſt mortal, how is thy deſtrution ſure, 2 
Between two bawds, and both without remorſe! . Þ oe; 
The one's a Line, the tother 15 a Lure 3 a 
This, to entice thy ſoul ; that, to enforce: + | gy 


Way-laid by both, how canit thou ſtand ſecure ? 
That drawes, this wooes thee to th' eternal curſe, 
O charming tyrant, how haſt thou befopl'd 
And ſlav'd poor man, that would not if he coul 
Avoid thy line, thy lure ; nay could not, if he woul(! 


4 


Alas thy ſweet perfidious vuice betrayes 
His wanton ears with thy Syremian baits 
Thou wrapp'tt his eyes in milts, then boldly layes 
Thy Lethal gins betore their chriſtal gates ; 
Thou lock'ſt up ey'ry Senſe with thy falſe keys, 
All willing pris'ners to thy cloſe deceits ; 
His ear moſt nimble where it deat ſhould be, 
His eye moſt blinde where moſt it ought to ſee, 
'And when his heart*s moſt bound, then thinks it 


3 


Thou grand Impoſtour, how haſt thou obtain?d 
The ward(hip of the world ! Are all men turn'd 
Ideots and lunaticks ? Are all retain'd 
Beneath thy ſervile bands> Is none return'd 
To his forgotten ſelf ? Has none regain'd 
His ſenſes ? Are their ſenſes all adjourn'd 2 
What none diſmiſt thy Court> Will no plumpe 
Bribe thy falſe fiſts to make a glad decree, 
T' unfool whom thou haſt food, and ſet thy pris'nen 


S, BEI T 


ld! 


" In this world & much treachery, little ruth; here all things 


\ Thy thriving ſport will ne'c be ſpent : noueced 
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S. BERN. ins Ser. 


Book ,2- 75 


gre traps ; here every thing is beſet with ſnares ; her: ſouls art 
endanger*d, bodies are afflicted 3 here all things are vanity and 
vexation of ſpirit, 


EPIG. 3, 


Nay, Cupid, pitch thy trammel where thou pleaſe, 
Thou canſt not fail to take ſuch fiſh as theſe ; 


Tofear, when ev*ry cork*s a world, thou?lt 1 
| = TM 
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HOSEA 13. 3-. 


They fhall be as the chaff that us driven with a 


whirlwind out of the floor, and as the (moke 
out of the ehimney. 


qLint-hearted Stoicks, you, whoſe marble eyes 
y Contemne a wrinkle, and whoſe ſouls deſpiſe 


> FTofollow Natures too affeted faſhion, 


'FOrtravel in the Regent- walk of Paſſion ; 


Whoſe rigid hearts diſdain to ſhrink at fears, 


7 Or play at faſt and looſe with ſmiles and tears 3 


| Come burſt your ſpleens with laughter to behold 


new found vanity, which daies of old 

erknew : a vanity, that has beſet 

te world, and made more ſlaves then Mabomet * 
lat has condemn?d us to the ſeryile yoke 


#: YOfflavery, and made us {laves to ſmoke. 


ut ſtay ! why tax I thus our modern times, 
rnew-born follies, and for new-born crimes ? 
we ſole guilty, and the firſt age free ? 


0, they were ſmok'd and ſlay*d as well as we : 
Waat's ſweer-lipt Honours blaſt, but ſmoke? What's treaſure 


- Putrery ſmoke> And what more ſmoke then pleaſure ? 


JÞi 


: they're all but ſhadows, fumes and blaſts ; 
raniſhes, this fades, the other waſts. 

reſtleſs Merchant, he that loves to ſteep 

$ drains in wealth, and laycs his ſoul to ſleep 


F 3 
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In baps of Bullion, ſees th? immortal Crown, 

And tain would mount, but [ngots keep him down: 
He brags to day, perchance, and begs to morrow 
He lent but now, wants credit now to borrow th, 
Blow winds, the treaſure*s gone, the merchant's broke; Þ# 
A ſlave to filver?s but a {live to ſmoke 

Bebold the Glory- vying childe of fame, 

That from deep wounds ſucks torth an honour'd namg, P 
That thinks no purchaſe worth the ſtyle of good, fil 


But what is ſold for ſweat, and ſeal'd with bloud; I 
That for a point, a blaſt of empty breath, ” 
Undainted gazes in the face of death ; ape « 


Whoſe dear-bought bubble f1Pd with vain renown, 
Breaks with a phillop, or a Gen?rals trown : 

His ſtroke-got Honovr ſtaggers with a ſtroke 

A ſlave to honour is a ſlave to ſmoke. 

And that tond ſoul which waſtes his idle daies 

In looſe delights, and ſports about the blaze 

Of Cupid's candle ; he that daily ſpzes 

Twin bab:es in his miſtriſs Geminies, 

Whereto his lad devotion does impart 

The ſweet burnt-offering of a bleeding heart : 
See, how his wings are lindg'd in Cyprian fire, 
Whoſe flames conſume with youth, in age expire : 
The world's a bubble ; all the pleaſures 1n it, 
Like morning vapours, vaniſh in a minute : 

The vyapours yaniſh, and the bubble's broke; 

A ſlave to pleaſure is a {laye to ſmoke, 

Now, Stoick, ceaſe thy laughter, and repaſt 

Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as faſt. 


Cupid 
Itcoc 


Dull. 
Into ; 
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ob 09k 2: 
S. HIER ON. 


Tha rich man is great, who thinketh not himſelf great, be« 

auſe he is rith : the proud man (who is the poor man) braggeth 

ke: putwardly but beggeth imvardly : he is blown up, but not full. 
J 


PETR. RAV. 


Vexation and anguiſh ac company riches and honouyr * the pomp 
fihe world and the favour of the people are but ſmoke, and a 
blaſt ſuddenly vaniſhing : which if they commonly pleaſe, cong- 
monly bring repentance, and for a minute of joy, they bring an 
gre of ſorrow. | 


me, 


« - 
X 
- 


E PIG. 4. 


Cupid, thy diet's ſtrange : It dulls, it rowzes, 
ltcools, it heats, it binds, and then it looſes : 
JE Dull. prightly-cold-hot fool, if ev'r it winds thee 
Into a looſneſs once; take heed, it binds thee. 
F 4 
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V. 


PROVERBS 23. F- 


wilt thou ſet thine eyes upon that which is not ? 
for riches make. themſelves wings, they flte 


away as an E aple, 


I 


Alſe world, thou ly'ſt : thou canſt not lend 
Theleaſt delight : 

Thy favours cannot gain a Friend, 

 Theyare fo light ; 
Thy morning pleaſures make an end 

To pleaſe at night ; 

Poor are the wants that thou ſupply'ſt : 
And yet thou yaunt'ft, and yet thou vy'(t 
Wick heayen; fond earth thou boaſts; falſe world thou lyſt. 


2 


Thy babling tongue tels golden tales 
Of endleſs treaſure ; 
Thy bounty offers eaſie ſales 
| Of laſting pleaſure 3 
Thou ask'& the Conſcience what ſhe ails, 
And ſwear't to eaſe her ; 
There's none can want where thou ſupply'ſ : 
Theis none can give where thou deny'ſt. 
Alas, fond world thou boaſts ; falſe world thou ly'|t. 


What 
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| 3 
What well-adviſed ear regards 
What earth can ſay ? oo, 
Thy words are gold, but thy rewards * hor 
Are painted clay lerabl 
Thy cunning can but pack the cards; 
Thou canſt not play : 
Thy game at weakeſt ſtill thou vy'ſt ; n 
If ſeen, and then revy'd, deny'(t ; Iſs 
Thou art not what thou ſeen?it : falſe world, thou ly'|, x " 
4 


Thy tinſil boſome ſeems a mint 
Of. new-coin'd treaſure, 
A Paradiſe, that has no ſtint, 
No change, no meaſure; 
A painted cask, but nothing in't, 
Nor wealth, nor pleaſure : 
Vainearth ! that falſely thus comply*ſt 
With man: Vain man ! that thus rely'it 
On earth ; Vain man, thou dot®it : Vain earth, thoulyt, 


3 
What mean dull ſouls, in this high meaſure 
: | To haberdaſh 
In eatths baſe wares, whoſe greateſt treaſure 
Is droſs and traſh ? 
The height of whoſe inchanting pleaſure 
Is but a faſt ? 
Are theſe the goods that thou ſupply'ſt 
Us mortals with ? Are theſe the hight ? : 
Can theſe bring cordial peace ? Falſe world, thou ly'ſt. 


PET, 
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PET. BLES., 
This world 1 deceitful : Her end i doubtful 3 Hey concluſcon 
# horrible; her Judge is terrible 5 And her puniſhment is intq« 
lerable. 


S. AUGUST. lib. Confeſs. 


The vain glory of this world is adeceitful ſweetneſs , « fruit- 
leſs labour, a perpetual fear, a dangerous honour : Her begznning 
isputhout providence, and her end not without repemance. 


EPIG. Ss. 
World, th' art a traytour ; thou haſt ſtampt thy baſg 
And chymick metal with great Ceſar*s face ; 
And with thy baſtard bullion thou haſt barter?d 
For wares of price ; how jultly drawn and'quarter'd ! 


VI, 


AY 


OE Fog 
eSic docipit orb 
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Book 2, 
VI. 
Jos 15. 3L. rs: 


Let not him that ts decerved truſt in yanity, for 
vanity ſhall be bis recompenſe, : 


I 


Elieye her not : Her glaſs diffuſes 
Falſe portraituxes : thou cank eſpie 
Notrue refle&ion : She abuſes 
Her miſ-inform*d beholders eye 3 
Her Chryſtall's falfly Rteel'd : It ſcatters 
Deceitful beams. Believe her not, ſhe flatters. 


2 


This flaring mirrour repreſents 
No right proportion, hiew, or feature : 
er very looks are complements 5 
They make thee fairer, poodlier, preater: 
The skilful gloſs of her refleQion | 
Jut paints the Context of thy courſe complexion, - 


3 


Were thy dimienſion but a ftride, oy 
Nay, wert thou ſtatur*d but a ſpan, | 
Such as the long-bill'd troops defi*d, 
A very fragment of a man ; : 
She'l make thee Mimas, which ye will, 
Tie Zove-/b4in tyrant, or th' Jonick hill. 
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86 
Had iurfets, or th? ungracious Starr 

Co nſ'"1r?d to make one common place 
Of all deforniities that are 

Within the volume of thy face, 


$:he*d lend thee fayour ſhould out-moye 
The Tiroy-bane Hellen, or the Queen of Loye, 


Were t]hy conſum'd eſtate as poor 
As TL 43114 or afflited Job's : 
She"! ctiange thy wants to ſeeming ſtore, 
And turn thy rags to purple robes ; 
Sh'e'l make thy hide-bound flanck appear 
As plu ip as theirs that feaſt it all the year. 


6 
Look of F; let not thy Opticks be 


Abus'd ; thou ſeelt not what thou ſhould'ft : 


Thy felt 's the Obje& thou ſhould?ſt ſee, 
But *r.is thy ſhadow thou behold'(t: 
Anil ſhadows thrive the more in ſtature, 
The neaver we approach the light of nature, 


7 
Where Heav®ns bright beams look more direR, 
The ſhadow ſhrinks as they grow ſtronger ; 
But wher. they glance their fair aſpeR, 
The bold-tac?d ſhade grows larger, longer ; 
Arn: when their lamp begins to fall, 
Ti increafing ſhadows lengthen moſt of all. 


The ſoul that ſeeks the noon of grace, 
Shrinks 1n, but ſwells if grace retreat 5 
As heav'n lifts up, or veils his face, 
Our ſeli-e!tcemes grow leſs or great. . 
Thelealt is greateſt ; and who ſhall 
Appear the greatelt are the leaſt of all. - 


"S._ 
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HU GO lib. de Anima. ; 
din he lifteth up the eye of his heart to behold his God) 
——_ firſt rightly adviſed to behold himſelf: Firſt thou muſt 
ſee the viſible things of thy ſelf, before thou canſt be prepared 20 
know the inviſible things of God ; for if thou canſt not appre- 
hend the things within thee, thou canſt not comprehend the things 
above thee: the beſt looking-glaſs wherein to ſee thy Gag, is 
perfetly 10 ſee thy ſelf, 


E PIG. 6. 


be not deceiy'd great fool : There is no loſs 

In being ſmall; great bulks but ſwell with drofs: 
ans heav'ns Maſter-piece : If it appear 

More great, the yalue's leſs ; it leſs, more dear 


: 
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VII. 


DEUTERONOMY 30. I9., 


| liter ſet before thee life and death, bleſſing 
and curſing, therefore chooſe life, that thou 
and thy ſeed may live. 


i 


He world's a Floor, whoſe ſwelling heaps retain 
The mingled wages of the Ploughmans toy]; 

The world's a heap, whoſe yet unwinnowed grain 

Is lodg'd with chaff and buried in her ſoy] ; 
All things are nuxt, the uſeful with the vain 

The good with bad, the noble with the vile; 

The world's an Ark, wherein things pure and groſs 
Preſent their loſs-ful gain, and gainful loſs, 

[Where ey'ry dram of gold contains a pound of drofs, 


" 


This furniſh'd Ark preſents the greedy view 

With all that earth can give, or Heav'n can add ; 
Here laſting joyes ; here pleaſures hourly new, 

And houtly fading, may be wiſh'd and had : 
Allpoints of Honour, counterfeit and true, 

Salute thy ſoul, and wealth both good and bad 7 

Here maiſt thou open wide the two-leay'd door 

| Of all thy wiſhes, to receive that ftore 

Vhich being empry moſt, dyes overflow ghe more, 


q Comes 
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Coe: [cds 1 13: £1 
Came then my foul, approach this royal Burſe, - 
C©:Amnd ſee whatwares our great Exchange retains; 
Come, come 5+ here*s that tkall make a'firm divorce 
N- Berwixt thy wants and thee, ifwantcomplains ; 
fi&metd to fit in council. with thy purſe, * 6418} 
Heres nothing good ſhall coſt more price then pais; 
[Bur O:my foul take beed, if 'thou rely | 
Toc >!UJpon thy:faithicfs Opticks,. thou wilt buy :[. :; 
_ . Tooblinde a bargain : know, fools onely trade by ad 


The wi wifed on fel @þ 1 
The worldly wiſedome of the fooliſh man 

Ti-cEs like aifieve, that does alone retain | 
The profſer fubſtance of the worthleſs brain ;'''/' 1 

S© Bur thou; my foul, let thy brave thoughts diſdain 
£9 courſea purchaſe ; O be thou a fan  * | 


Toipurgethe chaff, and keep the winnow?d grain: sf 


Make _ thoughts, and dreſs thy maxt 
7'.c Thou art Heav'ns tasker ; and thy Ged requires 
The pureſt of thy floor, as well as of thy fires. 


JC! TA. | 5 c 
.. grace comdudrhee to the paths of peice | c:. 
iN - And wiſdome bleſs thy fouls unblemiſh?d waies, 
Ne matter then, how ſhort or long?s theileaſe, ©: 
N - Whofe date determines thy ſelt-numbred daies? 
F&dnced to carey for wealths or fames'increaſe, 
Nor Mars his Palmy nor bigh {pollo*s Bayes. 
Lord, if thy gracious bauntie pleaſe to fill 


1. d-The floorot my deſires, and teach megkill (|. v1 
Cocrefs and chuſe the corn, take thoſe the chaff that 


ah 4k 


' | : 
Ss. AUGUST. lib. r. dedo&. Chilli, 
Temporal things more ravih in the expettation then tn fruiti- 
@n : but things eternal more in the frugtion then expeftation. 
Ibidem. 


''| Thelife of man i; the middle between Angels and beaſts : if 
BY mon cakes pleaſure in carnal things, he 55 compared to beafts ;, but 
if be delights, tn ſpiritual things, he i5 ſuted with A nels, 


il E PIG. 7. 


Art thou achilde > Thou wilt not then be fed, 
1 Butlike a childe, and with the child:ens bread: 
But thou art fed with chaff, or corn undreſt : 
Jy foul thou farour't too nwch of the beaſt. 
_ (3 3 
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{Book «. 
VIII, 
PHIL IPPIANS 13. 19. 


They minde earthly things, but our conver ſati= 
onus in Fleaven, 


Venus. Div. Cupid 

Fa. \N/ Hat means this peeviſh brat > Whiſh lullaby, 
What ails my babe 2 What ails my babe to cry? 

Villnothing ſtill it 2 Will it neither be 

| Pleas'd with the nurſes breaſt nor mothers knee ? 

What ails my bird > What moves my ftroward boy 

To make ſuch whimp?ring faces > Peace, my joy ; 

Villnothing do ? come, come, this pettiſh brat, 

Thus cry and brawl, and cannot tell for what ? 

Come buſs and friends, my lamb ; whiſh lullaby, 

What ails my babe 2 What ails my babe to cry ? 

Peace, peace my dear ; alas, thy early years 

Had never faults to merit half theſe tears ; 

Come ſmile upon me : Let thy mother ſpie 

Thy fathers image in her babies eye : 

Husband theſe guiltleſs drops againſt the rage 

Of harder fortunes, and the gripes of age ; 

Tane eye's not ripe for tears : whiſh lullaby 3 

What ails my babe, my ſweet-fac'd babe tocry ? 

Look, look, what*s here ! A dainty goldenthing: 

*e how the dancing bells turn round and ring 

Topleaſe my banthing ! Here's a knack will breed 

An hundred kiffes : here's a knack indeed. 


T 3 30 
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So, now my bird is white, and looks as fair 
As Pelops ſhoulder, or my milk-white pair : 
- Here's right the father's ſmile ; when Mars begun'd 
Sick Yenus of her heart, juſt thus he ſmil'd, 


Divine Cupid, 


Well may they ſmile alike; thy baſe-bred boy 
And his baſe fire had both one cauſe, a toy : 
How well their ſubje&s and their ſmiles agree ? Wig 
Thy Cupid finds a toy, and Mers found thee: ants 
Falſe Queen of beauty, Queen of talſe delights, 
Thy knee preſents an Embleme, that 1nvires 
Man to himſelt, whoſe felt-tranſported heart 
(OvV*r-whelm'd with native ſorrows, and the ſmart 
Of purchag'd priets) lies whining night and day, 
Not knowing why, till heavy-heeld delay, 
The dull-brow'd Pander of deſpair, lates by 
His leaden buskins, and preſents his eye 
With antick trifles, which th” indulgent earth 
Makes proper objeRts of mans childith mirth, 
Theſe be the coyn that paſs, the ſweets that pleaſe ; 
| There's nothing good, there?s nothing great but theſe: 
Taeſe be the pipes that baſe-born minds dance after, 
> Andturn immod?rate tears to laviſh laughter 3 
Whilſt Heav*nly raptures paſs without regard; 
Their ſtrings are harſh and their high ſtrains unheard : 
The plough mans whiltle or the trivial flute 
Finde more reſpe& then great Apollo*s lute : 
t Welllookto Hcav'n, and truſt to higher joyes; 
S Lerſwine love husks, and children whine for toyes, 
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but received from the Creator, mhich: (bei 
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EPIG. 


Peace, chdiſh Cupid, perch :* (Hy ow d Cys 
Tit cries for whats tri toe; will wake: thet'cxys 
Jutare thy peeriſh' wranglings thus appeas'd/7: 
Wal ___ they cry, that:attſo:poaccly ——_ 


Weil mayt t thou cry, that art {0 p@' &; pleas d, 
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IX, 


ISAIAH IO. 3. 


What will you do tn the day of your viſitation ? 
to whom will ye flie for belp ® and wheres 
will you leave your glory * 


I 
$ this that jolly God, whoſe Cyprian bow 
[ Has ſhot ſo many flaming darts, 
And made ſo many wounded Beauties go 
Sadly perplex*d with whimp'ring kearts ? 
Is this that Sov're1gn Deity that brings 


The ſlaviſh world in awe, and ſtings (Kings ? - 
The blundring ſouls of ſwains, and ſtoops the kearts of 
2 


What Circean charm, what Hecatean ſpight 
Has thus abus'd the God of love ? 
Great 7ove was vanquilh*d by his preater might ; 
(And who is ſtronger-arm?d then ove ? ) 
Or has our luſttul god perform'd a rape, 
And (fearing Argus eyes) would ſcape 
The view of jealous earth, in this prodigious ſhape 3 


3 

Where be thoſe roſie cheeks, that lately ſcorn*d 

The malice of injurious Fates ? 
Ab, where *s that pearl Percullis that adorn'd 

Thoſe dainty two-leay'd Ruby gates 

Where be thoſe killing eyes, that fo control'd 

 Theworld? Andlocks, that did infold 

Like knats of flaming wire, like curles of burniſh'd gold } 
Noz 


* , 


 Emblemes. 
{et enos 


{2, 59, "was netther Hecatean ſpite, 
No;nebirn below, not pow'r above ; 
MNonmither Circes {pell, nor Stygian ſp? rit, 
Twasnuhus transform'd our God of Love; 
Thawas owl-ey*d Luſt(more potent far then they) 
*TWhoſe eyes and aRtions bate the day 


»N.the world obſerve, whom all the ASH obey. 
Whom a - © 


z- the latter Triympets dreadtul blaſt 
Sec bozbts out Mars his trembling ſon! 
Atiry he ſtartics! how he anda agatt 
See; lidcrambles from his melting Throne ! 
Andik, how the dirctul hand of vengeance tears 
Hphi ſwelt'ring clouds, whilft: Heay*n appears 
io Al'd with flame, and centred with bis fears, 


Aciretc 6 


4:13 that day, whoſe ot report hath worth 
ThisleQted t- to nowes of Prophets bare'z + - :; 
- :Mſrghleſs ſubjett of the worldlings ſcorn, 
Thetxiunmc of men and Angels pray*re- :, 
That, tbis. the day, whoſe AUll- -diſcerning light 
TRanfacks the ſecret dens of t might, {1 ( 


v-tz goodirom bad ;' true joyes from falſ delight. 


=" "thy 
CY | 7 


"ling a ozldlings, you, whoſe witdome trades 


You nvl7ght nevir [hor his golden ray ; 
Whedr youc actions in Cummerian fhades, 
That hiw2!i y OUT 2yes endaie this day ?.. 
Houwuths will bo deat, and meuntains will not hoar 5 
FEliere! 2X NO C47c5,.NO. corners there, ::.,; 
=2 « avs fouls £ from Se - ld your hearts fromfer 
To lkhac'c Gi. 1045 210; i EO weld, on Le 
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HUGO. 


0 the extreme loathſomneſs of fleſbly Iuft, which not onely ef- 
feminates the minde,but enerves the body ; which not onely diſtat- 
weth the ſoul, but diſguiſeth the perſon ! 1t x5 uſbered with fury 
and wantonneſs ; it is accompanied with filthineſs aud uncleang 
neſs; and #1 is followed with grief and repentance, 


EPIG. 9. 


What ? Sweet-fac'd Cupid, has thy baſtard-treaſure; 
Thy boaſted honours, and thy bold-fac'd pleaſure 
Perplex'd thee now ? I told thee long ago), 

To what they'd bring thee, fool, To wit, zo wee, 
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ent : rane ext. 
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X. 
NAHUM 2, 10, 
She is empty, and void, and waſte. 
I 


He's empty : hark, ſhe ſounds, there's nothing there 
) But noiſe to fill thy eare; 


| Thy vain enquiry can at length but finde 


A blaſt ot murn”ring winde ? 

Itis a cask, that ſeems as full as fair ; 
But meerely tunn®d with air ; 

Fond youth, go build thy hopes on better grounds : 
The ſoul that vainly founds 

Her joyes upon this world but feeds on empry ſounds. 


2 


She's empty : hark, ſhe ſounds : there*s nothing in'ty 
The ſpark- ingendring flint 

Shall ſooner melt, and hardeſt raunce ſhall fr(t 
Diſlolye and quench thy thir{t, 

Pre this falſe world ſhall (till chy !tormy brea't 
With Cnooth®tad?d cal:ns ot tet 

Thou mayſt as well expe& Meridian light 

e From ſhades of black-month'd night, 
Asin this empty world to finde a f1I) delight, 


l She s 


Book 2. Emblemes. IO 


02 Emblemes, Book 


3 


She*s empty : hark, ſhe ſounds ; 'tis void and yaſt ; 
What it ſome flatt'ring blaſt 

Of flatuous honour ſhould perchancebe there, 
And whiſper wn thine ear? 

It is but winde, and blows but where 1t liſt, 
And vaniſhes like a miſt - 

Poor honour earth can give / What geryrous minde 
Would be ſo baſe to binde 

Her Heay'n-bred ſoul a flave te ſerve a blaſt of winde ? 


4. 


She*s empty ; hatrk, ſhe ſounds : *t 15 but a ball 
For iools to play withall : 
The painted film but of a ſtronger bubble, 
That's lin'd with ſilken trouble : 
It is a world, wioſe work and recreation 
Is vanity and vexation; 
A Hag, repair'd with yice-complexton paint, 
A quelt-houſe of complaint : 
It is a ſaint, a fiend, worſe hend, when moſt a ſaint. 


3 


She's empty : :- hark, ſhe ſounds: *tis yain and void, 
\Vhar's here to be enjoy'd 
But grief and licknels, and large bills of forrow, 
Drawn now, anderofs'd to morrow ? 
Or what are men, but puffs ot dying breath, 
Reviv'd with living death ? 
Fond lad, O build thy hopes on ſurer grounds 
Then what dull fleſh propounds: 


Trl: not this hollow world, ſhe's empty : hark, ſhe ſound 
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S.CHRY Se. 1n Ep, ad Heb, ory and 
Cortemn riches, and thou ſþalt be rich ; contezzns be : 
thou ſhalt be glorious ; contenm injuries, and thou fhaluve 
queror ; contemn veſt, and thou /ha't gain yet; contents Cay? 
ard thoy ſhalt finde Heaven. 


H U. GO lib. de Vanit, muadi. » 16 the 


| The world 5 a vanity which affordeth neither beext $a uhe: 
emorour, nor reward 20 the laborious, nor encouragemes; 
induſtr;ors . 


BE PIG... 10. 
F = ouſe 15 to be let for life or years; 
7 'Mt 15 forrow, 2nd her Income tears: © {no wn, 
Xup:d, has long t-od.yoid ; herbills maks know) 
She ant 1p 
de dear)y [»1 ; 'or ot alons, 
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XI. 
MATTHEW, 7. 14- 


Narrow # the way that leadeth unto life, and 
few there be that finde 1t. 


Repoſt'rous fool, thou troul'lt amiſs ; 
Thou err*it ; that's not the way, *tis this : 
Thy hopes, 1n(trudted by thine eye, 
Make thee appear more near then 1 ; 
My floor 1s not ſo flat, fo fine, 
And has more obvious rubs then thine : 
Ti truez my way 1s hard and (trait, 
Andleads me through a thorny gate, 
Whoſe ranckling pricks are ſharp and fell ; 
The common way to Heav*n 's by hell : 
'Tistrue; thy path is ſhort and fair, 
Andfree of rubs : Ah, fool, beware 
The fafeſt road?s not alwaies ev'n; 
Tie way to Hell's a ſeeming Heay?n. 
; Fhink'ſt thou, the Crown of Glory?s had 
With idle eaſe, fond Cyprian lad ? 
Think" thou, that mirth; and vain delights, 
Wgh teed, and ſhadow-ſhortning nights, 
jott knees, full bones, and beds of down, 
ve proper Prologues to a Crown ? 
vreanſt thou hope to come and view, 
proſperous C eſer, and ſubdue 3 
P*bondſlave Uſurer will trudge 
(plpht of Gouts, will turn a drudpe; 
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And ſerve his ſoul-condemning purſe, 
T* increaſe 1t with the widows curſe : 
And ſhall the crown of glory ſtand 

Not worth the waving of an hand ? 

The fleſhly wanton to obtain 

His minute-luſt, will count it gain 

To looſe his freedom, his eſtate, 

Upon ſo dear, fo ſweet a rate ; 

Shall pleaſures thus be priz?d, and muſt 
Heay'ns Palm be cheaper then a luſt? 
The true-bred Spark, to hoiſe his name 
Upon the waxen wings of fame, 

Will fight undaunted 1n a floud 

That's rais'd with brakiſh drops and bloud : 
And ſhall the promis*d Crown of lite 

Be thought a toy, not worth a ſtrife ? 

An ealie good brings eafie gains 3 

But _ of price are bought with pains * 
The'plealing way is not the right : 

He that would conquer Heay'n muſt fight. 


Books, 


Erablemes. Io7 


S. HIER ON. in Ep! 


No labour #4 hard, no time is long, wherein the glory of Ettye 
nity is the mark we level at. 


S. GREG. lib. 8. Mor. 


The velour of « juſt man is to conquer the fleſh, 10 comtradi# 
bis vn will, to quench the delights of thu preſent life, to endure 
ad love the miſeries of this world for the reward of « better, t6 
contemn the flatteries of proſperity, and inwardly ta overeome 
the fears of adverſity, 


Book 23, 


ON | 
EPIG. tt. | 


O Cupid, if thy ſmoother way were right, 
| ſhould miſtruſt this Crown were counterfeit : | 
way 8 not eaſte where the Prize is great 2 ( 
lhopeno virtues where | ſmell no ſwear, j 
H > 
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XII. 


GALATIANS 6. I4, 


God forbid that 1 ſhould plory, ſave in the 
Croſs, 


An nothing fettle my uncertain breaſt, 
And fix my rambling love ? 

' Canmy affeRions finde out nothing belt ? 
| But ſtil] and ſtill remove 3 
Has earth no mercy ? will no Ark of reſt 

Receive my reſtleſs Dove ? 
Is there no good, then which there's nothing bygher, 

Te bleſs my full deſire 
With joyes that never change; with joyes that ney'r expire? 
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| wanted wealth ; and at my dear requeſt, 

Earth lent a quick ſupply 3 
Iwanted mirth to charme my ſullen breaſt; 

And who more brisk then I 7 
[ wanted fame to plorifie the reſt, ; 

, My fame flew eagle-high : 

My joy not fully ripe, bur all decay'd . 

Wealth vaniſh'd like a ſhade, 
Ny mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade. 
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3 
The world's an Ocean, hurried to and fro 
With ev'ry blait of paſſion : 
Hecluſtſull treams,when either ebb or flow, 
Are tides ot mags vexation : 
They alter daily, and they daily grow 
The worſeby alteration : 
The earth 9s a cask full tunin'd, yet _— meaſure; 
Her prectous wine 1s pleaſure; 
Her yeſt is honours puff ; her lees are worldly treaſure, 
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My truſt is in the Croſs : let beauty flag 

Her looſe, her wanton fail ; 
Let count?nance-gilding Honour ceaſe to brag 

In courtly terms, and vail ; 
Let ditch-bred wealth henceforth forget to wagg 

Her baſe though golden tail ; 
Falſe beauties conquelt is but real loſs, 

And wealth but golden droſs ; 
Beſt Honour's but a blaſt : my truſt 1s in the Croſs. 
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My truſt is in the Croſs : There lies my reſt ; 
My faſt, my ſole delight : 
Let cold. mouth®d Boreas, or the bot-mouth'd Eaſt 
Blow tifl they burſt with ſpight ; 
Let earth and hell conſpire their worſt, their beſt, 
Andjoyn their twiſted might : 
Letſhowrs of thundertbolts dart down and wound nie 
And troops &f fiends ſirrotind nie, 
All chis may well confront; all this ſhall nev*r confound me 
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S. AUGUST. 
chriſs Croſs #5 the Chriſcroſs of all our happineſs : 1t delivers 
u from «ll blindeneſs of errour, and enriches our darkneſs with 
light 3 It reftoreth the troubled ſoul to reſt ; It bringeth ſtrangers 
to Gods acquaintance ; It maketh remote forreigners near neigh- 
bours ; 12 cutteth off diſcord ; coneludeth a league of everlaſting 
peace, and 55 the bounteors author of all good. 


S. BER N. ins Ser. de reſur. 


we finde glory in the Croſs ;, to 4 that are ſaved it * the pow» 
er of God, and the fullneſs of all virtues. 


EPIG. 13, 


Ifoll&v*d reſt, reſt fled and ſoon forſooke 
Iran from grief, prief ran and oyertook 
What ſhall | do ? left 1 be too much toſt 
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» On worldly croſſes, Lord, let me be _ 
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PROVERBS 26.11; , 


Ara dop returneth ts his vomit, ſo a fool re- 
tarneth to has folly, 


I am wounded! and my wounds do ſmart 
Beyond my patience, or great Chiror's art ; 
Lyield, I yield; the day, the Palm is thine ; ; 
Thy bow's more true ; thy ſhaft's more fierce then mine. 
Hold, hold, O hold thy conq'ring hand. What need 
V1 Toſend moredarts ? the firſt has done the deed : 
Ofc have we ſtruggled, when our equal arms 
Shot equal (ſhafts, inflifted equal harms ; 
But this exceeds, and with her flaming head, 
Twy-fork'd with death, has ſtruck my conſcience dead. - 
But muſt I die? Ah me! If that were all, 
Then, then I'd ſtroke my bleeding wounds, and call 
This dart a cordial, and with joy endure 
Theſe harſh ingredients, where my grief's my cure: 
But ſomething whiſpers in my dying ear, 
There is an after day 3 which day I fear : 
The ſlender debt to Nature's quickly paid, 
Diſcharg*d perchance with greater eaſe then made 3 
But if that pale-fac'd Sergeant make arreſt, 
Tenthouſand ations would (whereof the leaft 
Is more then all this lower world can bail) 
Beentred, and condemn me to the jail 
1} Of Stygian darkneſs, bound in red hot chains, 
1+ And prip*d with tortuces worſe then Titian pains. 


} | Fatewell 


« 


I x4. Emblemes. Baok 1 
Farewell my vain, farewell my looſe delights ; 
Farewell my rambling dates, my rey'ling nights ; 
*Twas you betray*d me firſt, and when ye found 
My ſoul advantage, gave my ſoul the wound : 
Farewell my bullion gods, whoſe ſovereign looks | th 
So often catch*d me with their golden hooks ; ſe 
Go, ſeek another ſlave ; ye mult all go ; 

I cannot ſerve my God and Bullion too. 
Farewell falſe honour ; you, whoſe airy wings 
Did mount my ſoul above the thrones of Kings 3 il 
Then flatter'd me, took pet, and in diſdain, fe 
Nipt my green buds ; then kick*d niedown again : 
Farewell my bow ; farewell my Cyprian Quirer ; 
Farewell dear world, farewell dear world for eyer. 
O, but this moſt delicions world, how {ſweet 

Her pleaſures reliſh ! Ah ! How jump they meet 
The graſping ſoul! and with their ſprightly fire, 
Revive, and raiſe, and rowze the rapt deſire ! 

For ever? O, to part ſoJong ? what ? never 

th Meet more? another year, and then for eyer : 

ny Too quick reſolves do reſolution wrong ; 

4 What, part ſo ſoon, to be divorc'd ſo long? 

Things to be done, are long to be debated ; 

Heay n is not day'd. Repentance 1s not dated, 
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S. A UG. lib. deutil. agen. pcen, 


Go up my ſoul into the tribunal of thy Conſcience ; there ſet 
thy guilty ſelf before thy ſelf : Hide not thy ſelf behinde thy 


ſelf leſt God bring thee forth before thy ſelf. 
S. AUGUST. in Soliloq. 


In vain is that waſhing where the next ſin defileth * He hath 
ill repented whoſe [ins are repeated : that ſtomach i5 the worſe 
far vomiting, that licketh up his vomit, 


ANSELM. 


God hath promiſed pardon to him that repenteth, but he hath 
yet promiſed repentance to him that ſinneth. 


E PIG. 13. 


brain-wounded Cupid, had this haſty dart, 

As it hath pricE*d thy fancy, pierc'd thy heart, 
'T had been thy friend : O how has it deceiv'd thee ! 
For had this dart but kil/d,this dart had 1av?d thee. 
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XIV. 


PROVERBS 24. 16. 


T 
"FI; but a foyl at beſt, and that's the moſt ' 
T Your $skill can boaſt : 
My flippry footing fail*d me ; and you tript 
Juſt as Iſlip? 
My wanton weakneſs did her ſelf betray 
| With too much play : 
Imas too bald ; He never yer ſtood ſure 2 
That ftands ſecure ; 
Whoever truſted to his native ſtrength, 
But fell at length ? 
The title's craz?d, the Tenure is not good, 
That claims by th' evidence of fleſh and bloud. 


2 

boaſt not thy sKkill 3 the righteous man falls oft, 
Yer falls but ſoft : 

Theremay be dirt to mire him, but no ſtones 
To cruſh his bones : 

Vhatif be ſtaggers > Nay, put caſe he be 
Foyl'd one his knee ; 

That yery knee will bend to Heay'n, and woo 
For mercy too. 

Thetrue.- bred Gameſter ps a freſh, and then, 

L Falls to*t agen 5 

3822s the lerden tcarted coward lies, 

Wo gields his conquer*d life, ot craven'd dies, 
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4 juft man falleth ſeven times and riſeth up 
apain,but the wicked ſhall fall into miſchief. 


Boaſt 
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Boaſt not thy Conqueſt 3 thou that ev'ry hour 
Eall'ft ten times lower, 
Nay haſt not pow?r to rife, if not, in caſe, 
To fall more baſe : 
Thou wallow'ſt where I ſlip; and thou doſt tumble, 
Whe:e [ but ſtumble x 
Thou glory *it an thy flav'ries dirty badges, 
And tal tor wages : 
Sowr griet and {ad repentance ſcowrs and clears 
My ſtains with tears 
Thy _—_ keeps thy falling (tull in wie 3 


But when 1 ſlip, I ſtand the more ſecure. 
4. 
Lord, what a nothing is this little ſpan, 
We call a Man ! 


What fenny tralk maintains the ſmoth?cing fires 
Of his delare ! 
How ſlight and ſhort ate bis reſolves at longeſt 
How weak at ſtrongelt ! 
O if a (inner held by that faſt hand, 
Can hardly ſtand, 
Good God ! In what a deſp®rate caſe are they ! 
That haveno ſtay / 
Mans ſtate unplyes a neceflary curſe ; 
When not himſelt,he's mad; when moſt himſelf, he'sy 
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S. AMBR OS. in Ser. ad vincula, 


Peter flood more firmely after he had lamented his fall thez be- 
fre he fell. Inſomuch that be found more grace then he loſt grace. 


S$. CHRY Ss In Ep. ad Heliod. monach. 


It 5 no ſuch hainous matter to fall afflifted , as being down to 
lie dejefied : It is no danger for a ſouldier to receive a wound in 
butel, but after the wound received, through deſpair of recovery, 
refuſe a remedy ; for we often ſee wounded Champions wear 
the Palms at Laſt, and after fight, crowned with wittory, 


E PIG. 14. 


0 Triumph not Cupid, his miſchance doth ſhow 
Thy trade; doth once, what thou doſt alwaies do 2 
rap nor too {ſoon : has thy preyailing hand 
Felld kim > Ah tool, th' haſt taught him kow to Rand. 
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XV. 


JEREMIAH 32, 40, 


| will put my fear in their hearts , that they 
ſhall not depart from me. 


O, now the ſoul's ſublim'd : her ſowre delites 
Arerecalcin*d inheay'ns well-tempred hes : 

The heart reſto1?d and purg?d trom droflic nature 
Now finds the freedome = new-born creature 
[tlres another lite, it breaths new breath ; 

[tneither fears nor feels the (ting of death. - 
Like as the 1dle yagrant (having none) 
| That boldly ?dopts each houſe he views his own ? 
| Makes ev'ry purſe his chequer ; and ar pleaſure, 

Walks forth, and taxes all the world like C #/ar 

Atlength by virtue ofa juſt command, 

His fides are lent to a ſererer hand 3 

Whereon his paſs, not tully underitocd, 

texted in a manuſcript of bloud: 

Taus paſt from tow bvn, until he come 

Aſore regentant to his native home : 

trnſo the rambling heart; that idly roves 

krom ctimes to (in, and uncontrol'd removyes 

from luſt to luſt, when wanton fleſh invites 

from old-worn pleaſures to new choice delights, 
Atlength cor: efted by the filial rod 

Of his offended (but his gracious God} 

indlaſt*d from fins to lighs 3 and by degrees, 
fromſighs to yows, from yows to bended knees, 


Li 
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From bended knees, to a true penlive breaſt ; 
From thence to torments, not by tongues expreſt, 
Returns ; (and from his finful ſelf exi1Pd) 
Findes a glad father, he a welcome childe : 

O then it lives; O then it lives inyoly'd 

In ſecret raptures 3 pants to be didoly'd : 

The royal Of-ſpring of a ſecond Birth 

Sets ope to Heay?*n, and ſhuts the doors to earth ; 
If lave-ſick Fove commanded clouds ſhould hap 
To rain ſuch ſhow'rs as quickned Danaes lap: 

Or dogs (far kinder then their purple maſter) 


Should lick his ſores, be laughs nor weeps the faſter, 


It earth (Heav'ns rival) dart her 1dle ray 3 
To Heay'n, 'tis wax, and to the world, *tis clay : 
It earth preſent delights, it ſcorns to draw, 

But like the jet unrubb%d, diſdains that ſtraw 2 
No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides it ; 
No grief diſturbs itz and no errour guides it ; 
No tear diſtraRts it ; and no rage LR it ; 
No guilt condemns it, and no folly ſhames it ; 
No ſloth beſots it; and no luſt enthrals it; 

No ſcorn afflits it, and no paſſion gawls it 3 

It 1s a cark'net of immortal life; 

An Ark of peace ; the liſts of ſacred ſtrife ; 

A purer piece of endleſs tranſitory ; 

A ſhrine of Grace, alittle throne of Glory : 

A Heay'n-born Of- ſpring of a new-born birth ; 
An earthly Heay'n; an ounce of Heay'nly earth, 
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Ss AUG UST. defpir. & anima. q: 


0 happy heart, where piety afſetteth, where humility ſubjetts, 
phere repentance correfleth, where obedience direfeth, where | 
perſeverance perfeteth, where power pratetteth, where devotion 
myjeterh, where charity connefteth, 


S. GREG. 


hich way ſoerier the heart turaeth it ſelf (if carefully) it 
hull commonly obſerve, that in thoſe very things we loſe God, in 
toſe very things we ſhall finde God : It ſhall [inde tie heat of his 
jwer in conſideration of thoſe things, in the love of which things 
kew.cs moſt cold, and by what things it fell, perverted, by thoſe 
thig\ it is raiſed, converted, : : 


> 


I E PIG. Te, 3 
ly beart ! but whe:ctore do | call thee (7 3 

Ferenounc'd my int'ret long ago : 

Vhen thou wert falſe and flethly, I was thine; 

e wert thou never, till thou wert not mine; 
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THE THIRD BOOE: 


The Entertainment, 


LL you whoſe better thoughts are newly born, 
And (rebaptiz'd with holy fire) can ſcorn 
worlds baſe traſh, whoſe necks diſdain to bear 
'imperious yoke of Satan 3 whoſe chaſt ear 
wanton ſongs of Syrens can ſurprize 
i falſe delight z whoſe more then Eagle-eves 
(aview the glorious flames of gold, and gaze 
On glitt'ring beams of honour, and not daze; 
Noſe ſouls can ſpurn at pleaſurc, and deny 
ſielooſe ſuggeſttons of the fleſh, draw nigh : 
indyou whoſe am'rous, whoſe ſele@ deſires 
vald feel the warmth of thoſe tranſcendent fares, 
ich (like the riſing Sun) put out the light 
) Fen ſtarr, and turn her day to night ; 
uthat would love, and have your paſſions crown*d 
ſth preater happineſs then can be found 
your own wilhes ; you that would afle& 
neither ſcorn, nor guile, nor diſreſpeCt 
wound your tortur'd ſouls ; that would enjoys 
neither want can pinch, nor fulneſs cloy, 
double doubr affliQs, nor baſer fear 
vames your courage 1n purſuit, draw near, 
e hands with earth, and let your ſoul reſpeR 
rjoyes no further then, her joyes refleRt 
an ber Makers glory : if thou ſwim 
-pralth, ſee him in all ; ſee all in bim ; 


I 3 Sink'ſt 
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Sink'ſt thou in want, and is thy ſmall cruſe ſpent 2 
See him in want 3 enjoy hmm in content : 
Conceiv*it him lodg*d 1n Croſs, or loſt in pain ? 
In Pray*r and Patience finde him out again : 
Make Heav*a thy Miltrifs, let no change remove 
Thy loyal heart ; be fond ; be lick of love: 

What it he op his ear, or knit his brow 
Atlengrth be'l be as tond, as lick as thou : 

Dart up thy ſoul in groans : Thy ſecret groan 
Shall pierce his ear, thall pierce his ear alone : 
Dart up thy foul in yowes ; Thy ſacied vow 
Shall find him o+t, whe: e Heay?n alvie ſhall know x 
Dart up thy ſoul in ſighs: Thy whiſp'ting figh 

Shall rouſe his cars, and icar no Jiltner nigh - 

Send up thy groans, thy highs, thy cloſet yow ; 

Theic's none,theie?s nune [hall know but Heavy'n and they 
Groans f:ei}'d with vows, and yowes made ſalt with {ears, 
Unſcate his eyes, and ſcale his conque!*d ears ; 

Shoot up the boſome-[hatts of thy dehfire, 

Featt er d with faith, and double-fork'd with fire, 

And they will hit: Fear not, where Heay'n bids come: 
Heay*ns never deat, but when mans heart is dumb, 
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I, 
ISAIAH 26, 6. 
My ſoul hath defrred thee in the night, 


Ood God ! what horrid darkneſs doth ſirround 
My groping foul ! how ate my ſenſes bound 
lautter ſhades : and muffled from the light, 
Lurk in the boſome of eternal night ! 
The bold-fac*d Lamp of bcay'n can fet and rife ; 
And with his morning glory fill the cy es 
Of gazing mortals ; his vitorious ray 


; Can chaſe the ſhadows, and reſtore the day: 


mm 


tt 


Nights baſhtul Empreſs, though {ke often wain, 

As oft repents ber darkneſs, primes again 3 

And with her circling horns doth re-embrace 

Her brothers wealth, and orbs her fiIrer face. 

But ah, my Sun deep ſwallow'd jo his fall, 

Is ſet and cannot ſhine, nor riſe at all : 

My bankrupt wain can beg nor borrow light ; 

Alas, my darkneſs is perpetual night, 

Falls hare their rilings, wainings havetheir primes z 
And deſp'rate, ſorrows wait their better times ;” 

Ebs have theic Flonds, and Autunns have their Springs: 
All States have changes hurried with the ſwings 

Of Chance and Time, till tiding toand fro; 
Terreltrial bodies and celeſtial too. 

How often have I vainly grop'd abour, 

Vith length'ned arms to finde a paſſage owt, 

That I might catch thoſe beams mine eye deſires, 
Andbathe my ſoul in thoſe celeſtial fires ? 


Like 
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Like as the haggard, cloyſter®d in her mew, 
To ſcowr her downy robes, and to renew 


| Herbroken flaps, preparing toverlook 


The tim'rous Mallard at the {liding brook, 

Jets oft from perch to perch ; from ſtock to ground £ 
From ground to window, thus ſurveying round 
Her dove beleath*erd Prifon, tiH atlength, 
(Calling her noble birth ro minde, and (trength 
Wheteto her wing was born) her ragged beak 
Nips off her dangliag jeiles, ſtrives to break 

Her gingling tetters, and begins to bate 

At ev'ry glimpfe, and darts at ev*cy grate * 
Ev'nfo my weary ſoul, that long has bin 

An Inmate 1a this Tenemeat ot f1n, 

' Lock'd up by cloud-brow'd Errour, which invites 
My cloy{Pred thoughts to feed on black delights, 
Now ſcorns her ſhadows, and begins to dart 

Her wing'd delites at thee, that onely art 

The Sun ſhe ſeeks, whoſe riſing beams can fright 
Theſe duskie clouds that make ſo datk a night: 
Shine forth great Glory, ſhine ; that I may ſee 
Both how to loath my ſelf, and honour Thee: 
But if my weakneſs force thee to deny 

Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye * 
Jf I muſt want thoſe Beams I wiſh, yet grant, 
That I, atleaſt, may wiſh thoſe Beams 1 want. 
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Book 3. 


S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap. 33. 


There was « great and dark cloud of vanity before mine eyes, 
| ſothat I could not ſee the ſun of Juſtice, and the Light of Truth? 

Theing the ſon of darkneſs, was involved in darkneſs: 1 loved 
my darkneſs, becauſe I knew not thy light : I was blind, and lo* | 
ved my b.indneſs, and did walk from darkneſs to darkneſs : But | 
Lord thou art my God, who haſt led me from darkneſs and the | 
ſhadow of death ; haſt called me into this glorious light, and be» | 
hald, I ſee. A | | 


EPIG. 1. 


My foul, chear up; what if the night be long > 

Hear'n finds an ear, when ſinners find a tongue 2 

Thy tears aie morning ſhow*rs : Heay*n bids me ſay, 
When Peter?s cock begins to crow, *tis day. 
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Book .3. Emblemes, 133 
II, 
PSALM 69. 3» 
0 Lord, thou knoweſt my fooliſhneſs, and my 
ſinnes are not id from thee, 


Feſt thou this fulſome Ideot ? In what meaſure 
On ſeems tranſported with the antick pleaſure 
Of childiſh baubles ? canſt chou but admire 
The empty fulneſs of his vain delire ? 

Canſt thou conceive ſuch poor delights as theſe 

Can fill th' inſatiate ſoul of man, or pleaſe 

The fond afpe& of his deluded eye ? 

Reader, ſuch very fools are thou and] : 

Falſe puffs of honour ; the deceitful ſtreams 

Of wealth ; the idle, vain, and empty dreams 

Ot pleaſure, are our fraffick, and enſnare 

Our fouls, the threefold ſubjeR of our cate * 

We toyl for traſh, we barter ſolid joyes 

For airy trifles ; ſell our Heav'n tor toyes : _. 

We ſnatch at barly grains, whilſt pearls ſtand by 

Deſpis'd ; ſuch very fools are thou and [. 

Aymſt thou at honour ? does not th' Ideot ſnake it 

In his left hand ? fond man, ſtep forth and take it - 

Or would®ſt thou wealth > ſee now the fool preſents thee 

With a full basket ; if ſuch wealth contents thee : 

VWould{t thou take pleaſure ? if the fool unſtride 
prancing Stallion, thou mayſt up and ride: 

d man, ſuch is the pleaſure, wealth, and honour 


Theearth affords ſuch fools as dote upon her 3 


Such 
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: Such is the game wheteat earths ideots fly ; 
Such ideots, ah, ſuch tools are thou and I; 
/. Had rebe!l-mans fool-kardineſs extended 

No farther then himſcl:, and there had enced, 

It had bee: jult 3 but, thus enrag'd to fly 

Upan th'e ernal e; es of Majeſty, 

Agd drag the Son of Glory tron the breaſt 
- Of his taduitgent Father ; to arre(t 

His great and ſacred Verſon; in diſgrace, 

To ſpit and {pawl upon his Sun-bright tace; 

To taunt him with baſe terms ; and being bound, 
To ſcourge his ſoft, his trembling ſides; to wound 


'*His head with thorns 3 his heart with humane fears ; 
His hands with nails, and his pale flank with ſpears : 


And then to paddle in the puter ſtream 

Of his ſpilt bloud, 1s more then moſt extreme : 
Great builder of mankinde, canſt thou propound 
All this to thy bright eyes, and not contound 

Thy handy-work 2 O, caalt thou chooſe but ſee, 
That mad'it the eye ? can ought be hid from thee ? 
Thou ſfeelt our perſons, Lord, and not our guilt ; 
Thou ſeelt not what thou maiſt, bur what thou wilt : 
The hand thar fornti'd vs, is enforc'd to be 

A Screen let up betwixt thy work and thee : 
Look, look upon that Hand, and thou ſhalt ſpic 
An open wound. a through-fare for thine eye ; 

Or it rhat wound be clos'd, that Paſſage be 

Deny'd between thy gracious eyes and me, 

Yet view the fcarre ; that ſcarre will countermand 
Thy wrath : O 1ead my fortune in thy hand, 
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Book 3. Emblemes, 135 
S. CHR YS. Hom. 4. Joan. 


Fools ſeem to abound in wealth , when they want all things , 
they ſeem t0 enjoy happineſs, when indeed they are onely moſt mis,, 
ſerable; neither de they underſtand that they are deluded by their 
fancy, till they be delivered from the folly. 


S. GREG. in Mor. 


By ſo much the more are we inwardly fooliſh, by how much we 
ſriveto ſeem outwardly wiſe. 


EPIG. 2. 


Rebellious fool, what has thy folly done 2 
Control d thy God, and crucifi?d his Sonne ? 
tow ſweetly has the Lord of life deceiy?d thee ? 
Thou ſhedd?& his bloud,and that ſhed bloyd, has ſay*d thee, 
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III, 
PSALM. 6. 2. 


Have mercy, Lord, upon me, for I am weak ; [4] 


Lord, heal me, for my bones are vexed, 


Soul. Feſus. 


Soul. A H, Son of David, help : 7eſ. What finful crie 
Implores the Son of David ? Sonl. It is I. 


Jef. Who art thou ? Soul, Oh, a deeply wounded breaſt | 
| 


That's heavy !a1en, and would tain have reſt. 
feſ. Fave no ſcraps, and dogs mult not be fed 
Like honſhols children with the childrens bread, 
Sou!. True, Lord yet tolerate a hungry whelp 
Tolick their crumbes : O Son of David, help. 
7e/. Poor Sou!, what ail'ſt thou ? Soxl, O Iburn, I iry; 
lcnnot re I know not where to fly 
Toinde fome cafe; 1 turn my blubbetr®d face 
From man to man ; I roll from place to place, : 
PTavoid my tortures, to obtain relief, . | 
but fill an dJogg*d and haunted with my grief: | 
Wy midofgtir rorments call the {luggiſh light, 
nd when he moming?s come, they woo the night. 
ſe). Surceafe thy tears, and ſpeak thy free defires. (fires. 
9, Quench, quench my flames, & ſwage theſe ſcorching 
7. Cayyſt thou believe my hand can cure thy grief? | 
Seal, L” -d, Thdliere; Lord, help my unbeliet: '4 
Jef. WH; 51 forth thine arm, and let my fingers try 
| pulle |  whete chiefly doth thy torment lic 2 
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om head to foot ; it reigns in ey'ry part, 
yes the ſeli-law'd tyrant 1n my heart. 


.j. Canſt thou digeit ? Canſt reliſh wholeſom food! 


.ow ſtands thy taſt ? Soul, To nothing that is good; 
All fGiaful traſh, and earths unſay'ry ſtuff 
Tcan digeſt and reliſh well enough. 
Jef. 1s not thy bloud as cold as hot, by turns » 
Soul. Cold to what's good ; to what is bad it burng, 
Jef. How old's thy grief? Soul. I took it at the fall 
With eating fruit. Fe. ? Tis Epidemical ; 
Thy bloud's infeRed, and th' infeRion ſprung 
From a bad liver : ? Tis a teayer ſtrong, 
And full of death, unleſs, with preſent ſpeed, 
A vein be op'ned; thou mult die or bleed, 
Soul. O 1 am faint and ſpent : that launce that ſhall 
Let forth my bloud, lets forth my life withall : 
My ſoul wants cordials, and has greater need 
Of bloud, then (being ſpent ſo far) to bleed : 
I faint already : 1f I bleed, [ die. 
ef. *Tis either thou muſt bleed, ſick ſoul, or I; 
My bloud?s a cordial. He, that ſucks my veins, 
Shall cleanſe his own, and conquer greater pains 
Then theſe: cheer up ; this precious bloud of mine 
Shall cure thy griet z my heart ſhall bleed for thine: 
Believe and view me with a faithful eye, 


Thy ſoul ſhall neither languiſh, bleed, nor die. 


Book, 
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' Thouganit not live, unleſs thy DoRor die ! 


Book 8. Emblemes. _ 


S. AUG. lib. 10, Confef, = 


Lord, be merciful unto me: Ah me! Behold, 1 hide not my 
wounds: Thou art a P hyſiciany and I am fick; thou art merci= 
ful, and 1 am miſerable. $7 


wi 
S. GRE G: in Paſtoral. 


0 Wiſdome, with how ſwt#'an art doth thy wine and oyle re< 
flore health to my healthleſs ſoul | - How powerfully merciful, how 
mercifully powerful art thou! Powerful for me, merciful to me. 


- 


; E PIG. 3. 
Canſt hou be ſick, and ſuch a DoRor by ? 
+ kind: of grief, that findes no med'cine good 
Toſy+age her pains, but the Phyſicians bloud ! 
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 Emblemes. 


Book 3. 


IV. 
* PSAL. 25. 18. 


Look upon my dffiiction and my pain, and 
forgive all my ſins. 


| Oth work and ſtrokes? Both, lafh and labour too ? 
< What more could Edom, or proud Aſhur do? 
Stripes, after Stripes; and blows ſucceeding blows ? 
Lord, has thy ſcourge no mercy, and my woes 
. Noend? My pains nocaſe ? No intermiſſion ? 
6 Is this the ſtare? Is this the ſad condition 
Of rkoſe that truſt thee ? will thy goodneſs pleaſe 
T* allow no other favours ? None bur theſe ? 
Will not the Rher'rick of my rorments move ? 
Are theſe the ſymprpms, theſe the ſigns of love ? 
Isr not enough, enough that I fulfil 
The troylſome task of thy laborious will ? 
May not this labour expiate and purge 
My fin without the additjon of a ſcourge ? 
Look on my cloudy brows how faſt it rains 
Sad ſhowers of ſwear, the fruits of fruitleſs pains : 
Behold theſe ridges ; ſee what purple furrows 
Thy plow has made; O think upon thoſe forrows 
| Thar once were thine; wilt chou not be woo'd 
; To mercy by the charms of ſweat and blood ? 
' » Canſt thou forger that drowſfie mount whereia 
Thy dull Diſciples ſleep, was not my fin 
There puniſh'd in my ſoul? did not this brow 
Then ſweat in thine ? Were not thoſe drops enow? / 
Remember Golgotha, where that ſpring ride 
©'erflow'd thy ſoveraign Sacramental fide;. 
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142 Emblemes. Book 4g, 
There was no fin, there was no guilt in Thee, 
That caus'd thoſe pains ; thou ſwear'ſt,thou bledſt for me, 
Was there not blood enough, when one ſmall drop 
Had pow'r to ranſome thouſand worlds, and ſtop 
The mouth of Juſtice? Lord, I bled before 
In thy deep wounds ; can Juſtice challenge more ? 

Or doſt rhou vainly labour to hedge in 

Thy lofles from my fides? My blood is thin, 

And thy free bounty ſcorns ſuch eafie thritt; 

No, no, thy blood came not as love bur gift. 

Bur muſt I ever grind? And muſt Iearn 

——_ bur ſtripes? - O wilt thou difaltern 

The reſt thou gav'ſt? Haſt chou perus'd the curſe 
Thou laid'ſt on Adam's fall, and made it worſe ? 
Canſt thou repent of mercy? Heav'n thought good 
Loſt man ſhould feed in ſweat; nor work in blood; | 
Why doſt thou wound th* already wounded breaſt? | 
Ah me! my life is bur a pain ar beſt: 

I am butdying duſt : my day's a ſpan; 

What pleaſure tak'ſt rhou in the blood of man ? 
Spare, ſpare thy ſcourge, and be nor ſo auſtere: 
Send fewer ſtroaks, or lend more ſtrength to bear. 
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| be that rommineeth (ins; the ſerpant ty fin, _ 


Emblemes. ET 143 * 


S. BERN. Hom. 8x. in Cant, 


Miſerable man ! 13 ho ſhall deliyer me from the reproach of this 
ful bondage ? I am a miſerable men, but a free man; free, | 

becauſe « 913 3 miſerable, becauſe a ſervant : In regard of my 
bondege, miſerable ; in regard of my will, inexcuſable : For nry 
vill, that was free, beſlaved it ſelf to (ins by «ſſenting to (i 3 for 
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EPIG. 4. 


Taxe not thy God + thine own defaults did urge 

This twofold puniſhment; the mill, the ſcourge. 

Thy fan's the author of thy ſelf cormenting : bY 

Thou grind'ſt for ſinning 3 ſcourg?d for not repentiog. 
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Jos 106. 9. 


Remember I beſeech thee, that thou haſt made + 
me as the clay, and wilt thou bring me to duſt 
again * 


Hus from the boſome of the new-made earth 
Poor man was dely'd, and had his unborn birth ; 
The ſame the ſtuff, the ſelf-ſame hand doth trim” 
The Plant that fades, the beaſt that dies, and him? 
One was their ſire, one was their common mother, 
Plants are his {iſters, and the beaſt his brother, 
The elder too; beaſts draw the ſelf.ſame breath, 
Wax old alike, and die the ſelf-ſame death : 
Plants grow as he, with fairer robes arrai'd ; 
Alike they flouriſh, and alike they fade : 
The beaſt in ſenſe exceeds him and in growth, 
The three ag'd oak doth thrice exceed them both 
Why look'ſt thou then ſo big, thou little ſpan 
Ofearth ?. what art thou more in being man 
I but my'preat Creatour did inſpire 
My choſen earth with that diviner fire 
Ot reaſon ; gave me judgment and a will ; 
That to know good 3 this to chosſe good from ill : 
He put the reigns of pow?®r in my free hand, 
And juriſdiion over ſea and land. : 
He gore me art to lengthen out my ſpan 
Otlife, and made me all, in being man : 


Ll 
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1, but thy paſſion has committed treaſon 

Againſt the ſacred perſon of thy reaſon : 

Thy judgement is corrupt, perverſe thy will ; 

That knows no good, and this makes choice of ill ; 

| The greater height ſends down the deeper fall ; 
And good declin'd tarns bad, turns worlt of all, 
Say then, proud inch of living earth, what can 
Thy greatneſs claim the more in being man ? 
O but my ſoul tranſcends the pitch of nature, 

} Borneup by th' Image of her high Creatour; 

} Outbraves the life of reaſon, and beats down 

! Her waxen wings, kicks off her brazen crown. 

; Myearth's aliving Temple t entertain 

' The Kingof Glory, and his glorious train: 

'  Howcan[ mendmy title then ? where can 

Ambition finde a higher ſtyle then man > 

| Ah, but that Image is defac'd and ſoil'd ; 

Her Temple's raz'd : her Altars all defl'd; 

Her veſſels are polluted and diſtain'd 

With lothed luſt, her ornaments prophan'd ; 

Her oyl-forſaken lamps, and hallow'd tapours 

Put out ; her incenſe breaths unſav'ry vapours? 

Why ſwelPit chou then ſo big, thou little ſpan 

Of earth? what art thou more in being man ? 

Eternal Potter, whoſe bleſt hands did lay 

My courſe foundation from a ſod of clay, 

Thon know?lt my ſlender veſſel's apt to leak ; 

Thou know'ſt my brittle temper's prone to break; 

Are my bones brazil, or my fleſh of oake ? 

O, mend what thou haſt made, what [ have broke ? 

Look, look with gentle eyes, and in thy day 

Of vengeance, Lord, remember I am clay. 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. 3:. 


Chal 145k who made me > 1t was thou that madeſt me, with« 
ut whom nothing was made : thou art my maker, and I thy work. 
tthenk thee my Lord God, by whom I live, and by whom all 
tings ſubſe, becauſe thou made/3 me : 1 thank thee O my Potter, 
keasſe thy hands have made me, becauſe thy hands bave formed 


EPIG. $. 


Niy (well'ft thou, man, puft up with fame and purſe ? 
TP art better earth, but born to dip the worſe : 

Triou cam?*ſt from earth, to earth Ss muſt return, 
dart but earth caſt from the womb to th* urn. 


(That rhall T do 1mto thee, 0 thow — 
prererver of men: mh haxt thou ret 
mez a7 a marke aga thee. Iob. 7.40 
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VI, 


Jos 7, 20. 


Ihave ſinned 5 what ſhall I do unts thee, © thou 
preſerver of men ?- why haſt thou ſet me as 
a mark againſt thee * 


Ord, I have done ; and, Lord, I have miſdone ; 
Tis folly to conteſt, to ſtrive with one 
Thatis too ſtrong ; *tis folly to affail 
Or prove an arm, that will, that muſt prevail. 
Iredone, I've done; theſe trembling hands have thrown 
Their daring weapons down : the day's thine own; 
Forbear to ſtrike where thou haſt won the field. 
The palm, the palm is thine; 1 yield, I yield. 
Theſe treach'rous hands that wee ſo vainly bold 
Totry a thriveleſs combat, and to hold 
wounding weapons up, are now extended 
for mercy from thy hand ; that knee that bended 
Upon her guardleſs guard, doth now repent 
Upon this naked floor ; See both are beat, 
nd ſue for pity : O my ragged wound 
bdeep and defp'rate, it is drench'd and drown'd 
abloud and briny tears : It doth begin 
loſtinck without, and putrifie within : 
letthat yiterious hand, that now appears 
tn my bloud, prove gracious to my tears : 
eat Preſeryer of preſumptuous man, 
ll I do? what ſatisfaRion can 
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Poor duſt and aſhes make > O if that bloud 
That yet remains unſhed were halt as gocd 

As bloud of oxen, if my death might be 

An offering to at one my Gad and we , 

I would diſdain injurious lite, and ſtand 

A ſuter to be wounded trom thy hand. 

But may thy wrongs be meaſur'd by the ſpan 
Of life 2 or balanc'd with the bloud of man ? 
No, no, eternal {in expets for guerdon, 

Eternal penance, or eternal a x : 

Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away, 
And pardon him that hath no price to pay; 
Enlarge that ſoul, which baſe preſumption bindes ; 
Thy juſtice cannot loſe what metrcie findes ; 

O thou that wilt not bruiſe the broken reed, 
Rub not my ſores, nor prick the wounds that bleed, 
Lord, if the peeviſh infant fights and flies, 

With unpar*d weapons, at his mothers eyes, 
Her frowns (half mixt with ſnules) may chance to ſhey 
An angry love-trick on his arm, or ſo ; 

Where if the babe but make alip and cry, 

Her heart begins to melt, and by and by 

She coaks his dewy-checks; her babe ſhe bliſſes, 
And choaks her Janguage with a thouſand kifles : 
I am that childe; Jo herel proſtrate lie, 
Pleading for mercy; I repent and cry 

For gracious pardon : let thy gentle cars 

Hear that in words, what mothers judge in tears : 
See not my trailties, Lord, but through my fear, 
And look on ey'ry treſpaſs through a tear: 

Then calm thy anger, and appear more milde : 
Remember, th' art a father, I a childe. 


S. BERN 
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S. BERN. Ser. zr. in: Cant. 


Miſerable man ! Who ſhall deliver me from the reproach of 
thi ſhameful bondage? 1 am a miſerable man, but a free man * 
Free, becauſe like to God ; miſerable, becauſe againſt God : @ 
keeper of mankinde, why haſt thou ſet me as « mark againſb thee ? 
Thou haft ſet me, becauſe thou haſt nat hindred me : 1t %s juſt that 
thy enemy ſhould be my enemy, and that he who repugneth thees 
ſuuld repugne ws: I who am againſt thee, am againſt my ſelf. 


EPIG. 6. 


Put torm'd, and fight > but born, and then rebel 2 

How ſmall a blaſt will make a bubble ſwell > 

{NN Pur dare the floor affront the hand that laid it * 
52pt is dult to fly in*s face that niade it, 
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VII. 
Jos, XIII. XXIV, 


Wherefore hideſt thou thy face, and holdeſt me 
for thine enemy 7 | 


. W Hy doſt thou ſhade thy lovely face} O why 
D 


oes that eclipling hand ſo long, deny 


4teSun-ſhine of thy ſoul-enliv'ning eye ? 


Vithout that Light, what light remaines 1n me ? 
Thou art my Life, my Way, my Light, in Thee 
lle, I move and by the beams I ſee. 


Nor art my Life , It thou but turn away, 
Mylife's a thouſand deaths : thou art my Way * 
Without thee, Lord, I trayel not but ſtray. 


My Light thou art; without thy glorious ſight, 
llineeyes are darkned with perpetual night. 
ly God, thou art my Wey, my Life, my Light. 


Thou art my Way 3 I wander, if thou flie 
Thouart my Light 3 if hid, how blind am I ? 
Thou art my Life ; if thou withdraw, 1 die. 


| Mine eyes are blind and dark : I cannot ſee i 


Towhom, or whither ſhould my darkneſs flee, 
lit Qthe Zight ? And who's that Light but Thee ? 


L 
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My path is loſt 3 my wandring ſteps do ſtray; 
] cannot ſafely go nor ſafely itay ? 
Whom fhould 1 ſeck but Thee, my Path, my Wey ? 


O, I amdead: to whom ſhall I, poor I, 
Repair > to whom ſhall my {ad aſhes fly 
But Life ? And where 1s Life but in thine eye ? 


And yet thou turn it away thy face, and fly*lt me; 
And yet I ſue for grace, and thou deny'it me 3 
Speak, art thou angry, Lord, or onely try%it me ? 


Unskreen thoſe Heaw'nly lamps, or tell ne why 
Thou ſhad'it thy face ? perhaps thou think'ſt, no cye 
Can view thoſe flames, and not drop down and d:e. 


If that be al), ſhine forth and draw thee nigher 3 
Let me behold and die, tor my delire 
Is Phenix-like to periſh 1n that fire. 


Death- conquer'd La3*rus was redeem'd by thee 3 
If I am dead, Lord ſet deaths priſoner free ; 
Am l mo: e ſpent, or {tink I worſe then he 2 


It my puft light be out, give leave to tine 
My flameleſs'ſnuff at that bright Lamp of thine ; 
O-what*s thy Light the lefs for lightning mine ? 


If I have loſtmy Path great Shepherd, ſay, 
Shall I ti] wander in a doubtful way ? 
Lord, ſhall a Lamb of 1/r'els ſheepfold ſtray ? * 


Thou art the Pilgrims Path the blind mans ye ; 
The dead mans: Life; on thee my hopes rely ; 
If thou temave, | ene; | grope ; Idie. 


Diſcloſethy Sunbeams ; cloſe thy wings, and ſtay 5 
See, fee how I am blind, and dead, and (tray, | 
O thou that art my Light,my 1.ife, my ay. 


| 
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[ 
*. ſerthy face and live : Ah Lord let me die, that I may ſee thee; 

* letme ſee thee, that I may die: I would not live, but die; that 1 
| may ſee Chriſt, 1 deſire death 5 that I may live with Chriſt, 1 


ts . $ AUGUST. Soliloq. cap, 1. 
4 doſt thou hide thy face > Happily thou wilt ſay, none can 


deſpiſe life. 

lh ANSELM, Med, cap. 5. 

0 excellent hiding, which is become my perfeftion ! My 60d 
thou hideſt thy treaſure, to kindle my deſrre , thou hideſs thy 
perl, 10 inflame the ſeeker , thou delay*ſ? to give, that thou maiſi 
teach me t0 importune ; ſeem'ſt not to hear, to make me per* 
ſevere. 


E PIG. 7. 


If heav?ns all-quickning Eyes vouchſafe to ſhine 
Upon our ſouls, we ſlight; ifnot, we whine: 
OurEquinoRial hearts can never lie 
SCUre, beneath the Tropicks of that eye. 
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VIII. 
Js x: IX. L 


0 that my head were waters, and mine eyes # 
fountain of tears, that 1 might weep day and 
mot. 


(0) That mine eyes were ſprings, and could transform 

Their drops to ſeas ! my {l1ghs 1nto a ſtorme 

Of Zeal, and ſacred Violence, wherein 

This lab'ring veſſel, laden with her fn, 

Might ſuffer ſudden ſhipwrack; and be ſplit 

Upon that Rock, where my drench'd ſoul may fit 

Orewhelm'd with plenteous paſſion ; O, and there 

Drop, drop into an everlaſting tear ! 

Ah me! that ey*cy ſliding vein that wanders 

Through this vaſt iſle, did work her wild Meanders 

In brackiſh tears, inſtead of bloud, and ſwell 

This fleſh with holy Droplies, from whoſe Well, 

Made warm with fighs, may fume my waſting breath, 

Whilit I difſolve in ſtreams, and reek to death ! 

Theſe narrow fluces of my dribling eyes 

Are much too (treight for thoſe quick ſprings that riſe 

And bourly fill my Temples to the top 3 

Icannot ſhed for ev'ry ſin a drop : 

Great builder of mankind, why haſt tFau ſent; 

ua ſwelling floods, and made ſo _ a yent ? n 
3 
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O that this fleſh had been compos*?d of ſnow, 
Inſtead of earth ; and bones of ice, that ſo, 
Feeling the Feryor of my {in ; and lothing 

The fi:eP cel 1 might be thaw?d to nothing ! 

O thou, that didit, with hoptul joy, cntom 

Me thrice three Moones in thy laborious womb, 
And then with joyful pain, broughtOit forth a Son, 
What worth thy labour has thy labour done ? 
What was there? Ah! what was there jn my birth 
That could deſerye the eafieit ſmile of mirth ? 

A man'was born : Alas and what?s a man ? 

A ſcuttle full of duſt, a meaſur*d ſpan 

Of fitting time 3 a furniſh'd Pack, whoſe wares 
Are ſullen Griets, and ſoul-tormenting Cares : 

A vale of tears ; a veſſel tunn*d with breath, 

By ſickneſs broacht, to be drawn out by death : 

A hapleſs, helpleſs thing ; that, born does cry 
Tofeed; that feeds to live 3 that lives to die. 
Great God and Man, whole eye, ſpent drops ſo often 
For me. that cannot weep enough; O ſoften 
Theſe marble brains, and ſtrike this flinty rock ; 
Or, if the muſick of thy Peters Cock 

Will more prevail, fill, fill my bearkning ears 
With that ſweet found, that I may melt in tears : 
I cannot weep untill thou broach mine eye ; 
Or giye me yent, or elſe I burſt, and dic. 


S, AMBROY 


tim, 6 
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S. AMBROS. inÞPlal. r18, 


Be that commits ſennes to be wept for, cannot weep for ſonnes 
ammitied : And being himſe!f moſt lamentable, hath no tears 
lament hi off ences, 

NAZIANZ. Orat. 3, 
Ters are the deluge of ſin, and the Worlds ſacrifice, 
S. HIERON. inEſaiam, 


Preyer appeaſes Gad, but a tear compels him: that moves 
lim, but this conſtrains him, 


EPIG. 5. 


Erth is ag land ported round with Fears ; 
Tieway to Heay'n is through the Sea of tears » 
Ita ſtormy paſſage, where 1s found | 
Thewrack of many a ſhip, but no man drowtvd. 
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IX, 
Paatm AVIIEL VC 


The. [orrowes of hell compaſſed me about, and 
the ſnares of death prevented me. 


Snot this Type well cut ? 1nev'ry part 
Teun of rich cunning > fd with Zeuxian Art? 
Arenotthe Hunters, and their Stygian Hounds 
Limm'd full to th? life > Did(t ever hear the ſounds, 
The mufick, and the lip- divided breaths 
Ofthe ſtrong- winded Horn, Recheats, and deaths, 
Done more exaRt ? Th? internal Nimreds hollow ? 
The lawleſs Purliews 2 and the Game they follow ? 
The hidden Engines ? and the ſnares that lie 
$0 undiſcoyer'd, ſo obſcure to th? eye ? 

The new- drawn net * and herentangled Prey? 

And him that cloſes it > Beholder, ſay, 

[s't not well done ? ſeems not an eni'lous ſtrite 
Betwixt the rare cut piure and the life ? 

Theſe Purliew men are Devils ; and the hounds, 
(Thoſe quick-nos'd Canibals that ſcour the grounds) 
Temptations; and the Game theſe Fiends purſue, 
Arehumane ſouls, which (til! rhey have in view 3 
Whoſe fury if they chance to ſcape, by flying, 

The skilful Hunter plants his ner, cloſe Jying 
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On th*anſuſpeted earth, batted with treaſure, 
Ambittous honour, and feli-walting pleaſure 

Whete if the ſoul but ſtoop, death itands prepar'd 

To draw the net, and drawn, the fouls enfnar'd. 

Poor foul ! how art thou hurried to and fro 2? 

Whe:e canſt thou faiely ſtay > whee ſafely go ? 

It ſtay: theſe kot-moutt*d Hounds ate apt to tear thee, 
If goe; the ſaares encloſe, the nets enfnare thee : 
What goed in this bad world has pow'r Cinvite thee 

A willing Gueſt 2 whereincan earth delight thee ? 
Here pleaſures are but itch ; Her wealth, but Cares ; 
A world of dangers and a world of ſnares : 

The cloſe purſuers bulite hands do plant 
Snares in thy ſubſtance : Snares attend thy want ; 
Snares 1n thy credit 3 Snares in thy diſgrace 3 
Snares in thy high eſtate 3 Snares in thy baſe ; ; 
'. Snares tuck thy bed; and Sna:& arround thy boord ; 
Snares watch thy thoughts ; and Snates attach thy word ; 
Snares in thy quiet ; Snares in thy commorign + 
Snares in thy | - Snares in thy devotion ; 
Snares lurk in thy reſolves ; Snares in thy doubt 3 
Snares lie within thy heart, and, Sna: es without ; 
Snares are above thy head, and Snares beneath; 
Snares in thy ſickneſs; Snares ate in thy death : 
þ O, if theſe purliews be fo full of danger, 
FF Great God of Hearts, the worlds fole ſov'raign Ranger, 
Preſerve thy Deete, and let my ſoul be blelt | 
In thy fate Forreſt, where | ſeek tor reſt ; 
Thea let the Hell-hounds roar ; | fear no ill ; 

Rbuze me they may, but haye no pow's to kill, 


S. AMBROS 
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$, AMBROS. lib. 4. incap. 4. Lucz. 


The reward of honours, the height of power, the delicatie of 
let, and the beauty of an harlot are the ſnares of the Devil. 


S. AMBROS, de bono mortis. 


whileſt thou ſeekeſt pleaſures, thou runneſt into ſnares, for the 
yt of the harlot 55 the ſnare of the Adulterer. 


SAVANAR, 


In eating he ſets before us Glutiony ; in generation, luxury ; 
i labour ſuggiſhneſs 3 in converſing, envy ; in governing , co- 
vetouſneſs; 1n correfting anger ; in honour, pride; in the heart, 
le ſets evil thoughys 3 in the mouth, evil words ;. in afAions evil 
pirkes 3 when awake, -he moves 14 10 evil aftions; when aſleep, 
nflthy dreams, | 


_ EPTG, g. 
telad, my Heart, Deep dangers wait thy mirth ; 
Thy fouPs way. Jaid by Sea ; by Hell ; by Earth 
ber hounds , Earth, ſnares ; the Sea, a ſhelf ; 
but molt of all, my heart, beware thy ſelf, 
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X. 


PSALM, CXLIIL. II, 


Fater not into judgement with thy ſervant, for 
| inthy phe ſhall no man living be juſtified. 


Po 


feſus: 7uſtice, Finney: 
feſ Pane forth the priz*oer, Juſtice.7#. Thy commands 
Are dane, juſt Judge ; See here the pris'ner ſtands. 

feſ. What has the pris'ner done ? Say ; what*s the cauſe 
0fhis commitment > 7«ſft, He hath broken the lawes 
(fhis too gracious God; confpir*d the death 

that great Majeſtie that gave him breath, | 
nd heaps tranſgrefſion, Lord, upon tranſgreſſion. 
7eſ. How know'lt thou this? Fu. Ev'n by his own confefſi- . - 
{is ſinnes are crying 3 and they cry'd aloud; -, (oh 
Theycry*d to-heay*n, they cry'd to heay'n for bloud. -. 
feſ. What ſayſt thou ſinner ? haſt thou ought to pleadz | 
That ſentence ſhould not paſs ? hold up thy head, | 
lndſhew thy brazen, thy rebellious face. 

Sm.Ah we! 1 dare not : I'm too vile and baſe 
vtread upon the earth. much more, to life 
Ineeyes to heav'n ; 1 need no other ſhrift 

mine own conſcience;” Lord, I muſt confeſs, 
no more then duſt, and no whit leſs 


Then 


'S:eak, finner ; baſt thou nothing more to ſay ? 


My bowels yearn, my fainting bloud growes cold, 


\ Int my fides : let there the wound be made : 
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Then my indi&ment ſtyles me; Ah, if thou 
Search too {cycre, with too ſevcre a Brony, 
What fleſh can ſtand ? 1 haye tranſgreit thy lawes ; 
My merits plead thy vengeance ; not my cauſe, th 
Faſt. Lord (hall | ſtrike the blow ? Jef. Hold, Juſtice, 
Sinner, ſpeak on 3 what hatt thou more to ſay 2 
Sin. Vile as I am, and of my felt abhorr'd, 
I am thy handy-work, thy creature, Lord, 
Stampt with thy glorious image, and at firſt, 
Moſt like too thee, though now a poor accutrſt 
Convicted Caitift, and degen*rous creature, : 
Hee trembling at thy bar. Zu/. Thy fault's the greater; vþ, 
Lord ſhall I ſtrike the blow ? 7ef. Hold, Juſtice, ſtay, 


Sin. Nothing but Mercy, Mercy; Lord my ftate 
Is miſerably poor and deſperate ; 
I quite renounce my ſelf, the world, and flee þ 
From Lord to Feſws ; from thy ſelf, to thee, ; 
Fuſt. Ceaſe thy vain hopes ; my angry God has yow'd; 
Abuſed mercy muſt have bloud for bloud : x 
Shall I yet ſtrike the blow ? Fefe Stay, Juſtice, hold; 


To view the trembling wrerch 3 Me thinks, I ſpie 
My fathers image in the pris'ners eye. 
FZuſt. T cannot hold. 7ef. Then turn thy thirſty blade 


Chear up, dear ſoul ; redeem thy lite with mine: 

My ſoul ſhall ſozart ; my heart ſhall bleed for thine, 
Sin. O groundleſs deeps ! O love beyond degree ! 

Th' offended dies, to ſet th' offender free. 

Woo 
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S. AUGUST. 


Lord, if 1 have done that, for which thou mayeſt damne me ; 
thou haſt not loſt that whereby thou mayeſt ſave me : Remember 
yet; ſweet Jeſus, thy juſtice againſt the ſinner, bnt thy benignity 

' gawards thy Creature * Remember not to proceed againſt « guilty 
+ ſoul, but remember thy mercy towards a miſerable wretch : Fore 
get the inſolence of the provoker, and behold the miſery of the 
muoker ; for what is Feſtus but a Saviour ? 


ANSELM. 


have reſpefl to what thy Sonne hath done for me, and forget 
F phat my finnes have done againſt thee : My fleſh hath provoked 
Þ; thee to vengeance 3 ler the fleſh of Chriſt move thee to mercy ® 
$i « mach that mry rebellions have deſerved ; but it is mor e that 
my Redeemer hath meritcd. | 
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Mercie of mercies ! He that was my drudge 
Isnow my Adyocatc, is now my judge: 
te ſuffers, pleads, and ſentences, alone 3 


of 
Three [ adore, and yet adore bur One. 
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1tt not the water-floud overflom me , neither 
let the deeps, ſwallow me up, 


He world's a Sea 3 my fleſh a Ship that's mann'd 

With lab%ring Thoughts, and ſteer'd by Reaſons hand : 
My Heart *s the Sea-mans Card, whereby ſhe fails 3 
My looſe AﬀeRtions are the greater Sails : 
The Top-fail is my Fancie, and the Guſts 
| That fill theſe wanton ſheets are worldly Luſts, 
Pray*ris the Cable, at whoſe end appears 
The Anchor Hope, ney'r ſlip'd but 1n our fears : 
My will's th* unconſtant Pilot ,that commands - -... 
The ſtagg*ring Keel ; my. Sins are like the Sands * | 
Kepentance is the Bucket, and mine Eye 
The Pump, unus?d (but in extremes) and dry : 
My Conſcience is the Plummet that doth preſs 
The deeps, but ſeldom cries, .A fathows leſs ; | | 
mooth Calm's ſecurity ; the Gult, deſpair ; | 
My Fraught*s Corruption, and this Life*s my Fair : | 
My Soul's the Paſſenger, confus'dly driven 
From fear to fright ; : 
My Seas are ſtormy, and my Ship doth leak ; 
y Salers rude 3; my Steers-man faint and weak ; 
y Canrace torn, it flaps from ſide to fide ; 
uy Cable*s crackt, my Anchor*s ſlightly ty%d ; 
My Pilot's craz'd 
Bucket's broken, and my Pump is choak'd ; 


PSALM 69.15, 


er landing-Port is Heaven. 


» my {hipwrack-Sands are cloak*d ; 


M 
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My Caln!'s deceittul ; and my Gulf too near ; | 
My Wares are ſlubber*d, and my Far's to dear ; 

My Plummet's light, it cannot {mk nor ſound ; 

O ſhall my Rock-bethreatned Soul be drown'd ? 
Lord, ſtill the Seas, and thield my Ship from harm; 
Inſtru@t my Sailours, paide'ny Steet{mans arm : 
Touch thou my Compaſls, and renew my Sails 

Semd ſtiffer courage, or ſend milder gales ; 

Make ſtony my Cable ; binde my Anchet faſter ; 
Dire& my Pilot, and be thou his Maſter ; 

Obje@ the Sands ro my more ſerious view, 

Make found my Bucket, bore my Pump anew : 

New caft ttiy Phimniet, make it apt to try 

Whete the Rooks lurk; und where the Quick-ſands lie; 
Guard thon the Gulf with love, my Calms with care; 
Cleanſe thou my Fraughtz accept my ſlender Fare ? 
Refreſh the Sea-{1ek paſſenger z3 cut ſhort 

His Voyage ; land him in his withed Port : 

Thou, Thou, whom wihtts and ftormy ſeas obey, 
That through the deep gay'ſt grambling Iſrel way, 
Say to my Soul, be ſafe, and then mine eye 

Shall ſcorn grim death, although grim death ſtand by, 
O thou whoſe ſtrengrh- reviving Arm did cheriſh 
Thy ſinking Peter, at the point rd periſh, 

Reach forth thy /hand, or bid me tread the waye, 
Illcome, PII come ; the yoice that calls will ſave. 


S. ARMBR( 
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S. AMBR OS. Apol. poſt. pro David, Cap. 3. { 
The confluence of Luſls makes a great tempeſt, which in this ſed 


| 


diſturbeth the ſea. faring ſoul, that reaſon cannot governit, 


S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap. 3s. 


we labour in a boyſterous ſea : Thou ſtandeſt upon the ſhore 
end ſeeſt our dangers : Give us grate to hold a middle courſe be- 
twixt Scylla and Cherybdis, that both dangers eſcaped, we may ar- 
tive at our Port ſecure. ; 


q EPIG. rt. 


UV My Soul, the ſeas are rouph, and thou a ſtrariper 
In theſe falſe coaſts ; O keep aloot; there's danger : 
Ct forth thy plummet 3 ſeea rock appears ; 
Th+ ſhip wants ſea-room ; make it with thy tears. 

M 3 
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XII. 


Jos 14. 13. 
0 that thow wouldſt hide me in the grove that. 
thou wouldſt keep me ſecret until thy wrath. 


be paſt! 


() Whither ſhall T flie ; what path untrod 
Shall 1 ſeek out to ſcape the flaming rod 
Of my offended, of my angry God ? 


Where ſhall I ſojourn ? what kinde ſea will hide 
My head from Thunder ? where ſhall | abide, 
Until his flames be quench'd or laid alide ? 


What, if my feet ſhould take their haſty flight, 
And ſeek | o» pany in the ſhades of night ? 
Alas, no ſhades can blinde the God of Light. 


What, if my ſoul ſhould take the wings of day, 
And finde ſome deſart ? if ſhe ſpring away, 
| Thewings of vengeance clip as faſt as they. 


What if ſome ſolid rock ſhould entertain 
My frighted ſoul > Can ſolid rocks reſtrain - 
The ſtroke of Juſtice, and notcleave in twain ? 


Nor Sea, nor Shade, nor Shield, nor Rock, nor Care, 
Nor filent Deſarts. nor the ſullen Grave, 
Where flame-ey'd fury means to ſmite, can ſave. 


The Seas will part; Graves open; Rocks will ſplit ; 

The Shield will cleave ; the frighted Shadows flit; | 

Where Jultice aims, her fiery darts mult hit, 

M 3 No 


No, no, if tern-browd vengeance means to thunder, 
There is no place above, beneath, nor under, 
Socloſe, but will unlock, or rive in (under. 


Tis vain to flee ; 'tis neither here not there 
Can ſcape that hand until that hand foibear ; 
Ak me! Where is he not, that? every where ? 


YTis vanity to flee ; till pentle mercy ſhew 
Her better eye, the farther off we go, 
The ſwing of Juſtice deals the mightier blow, 


FT Th ingenious childe, correQed, doth nor flie 
& His angry mothers hand, bur clings more nigh, 
And quenches with bis tears her flanning eye, 


& Shadows ate raithieſs, and the rocks are falſe, 
 Notruſt in braſs, no truft in marble walls ; 
Poor cots are even as ſafe as Princes halls. 


Great God, there is no ſaſety herebetow 3 
Thou art my Fortreſs. thouph thou feem'tt niy ſpe, 
fTis thou that ftrik'ſt the Rroke muſt pnard the blow, 


Thou art my God ; by thee I fall or ſtand; 
Thy Grace hath giv*n me courage to withſtand 
All tortures, but my conſcience and thy hand. 


I know thy Juſtice is thy ſelf ; 1 know, 
Juſt God, thy vety felt is Mercy too; 
It not to thee, where > Whither ſhould I go ? 


Then woik thy will ? If pafſion bid me flee, 
My reaſon ſhall obey ; my wings ſhall be 
; Stietcht outno further then from thee to thee, 
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S. AUGUST, 
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S. AUGUST. ip Pfal. 33. 


whicher flie 1? ' To what þlatetant ſafely flie > To what 
wountein ? To what den? To what ſtrong houſe > What Caſtle 
bull 1 hold ? What walls ſhall hold me ? Whitherſoever 1 go, my 
ſelf followeth me : For whuſoever thou flieſt, © man, thou 
maiſt, but thy own conſcience : Whereſoever O Lord I go, I finde 
thee, If angry, a Revenger 3 if appeaſed, « Redeemer ; What 
weybave 1, but to flie from thee to thee + That thou maiff avoid 
thy God, addreſs thee 10 thy Lord. 
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| EPIG. £5. | 
Math rengeance tound thee ? Ca .1 thy fears command "" 
outs tO ſhield thee from be: thund'ring hand ? | 
HE hon not where to ſcape 2 1'I! tell | ww where 3 
/loul make clean thy conſcience 3 hide thee thete. 
M 4 


E - . why 


X111, 


Jos 10. 20, 


Are not my dayes few ? Ceaſe then, and let 
me alone, that 1 may bewail my ſelf a little, 


Y Glaſs is halt unſpent ; Forbear t? arreſt 
My thriftleſs day too ſoon : my poor requeſt 
1s thatmy glaſs may run but out the reſt. 


My time-deyoured minutes will be done 
Without thy belp ; ſee, ſee how ſwift they run: 
Cut not my thred before my thred be ſpun, 


The gain's not great I purchaſe by this ſtay ; 
What loſs ſuſtain'ſt thou by ſo ſmall delay, 
To whom ten thouſand years are but a day ? 


My following eye can hardly make a ſhift 
Tocount my winged hours ; they fly ſo ſwift, 
They ſcarce deſerve the bounteous name of git. 


The ſecret wheels of burrying Time do give 
Soſhort a warning, and ſo faſt they drive, 
That I am dead before I ſeem to live. 


And what's a Life ? a weary Pilgrimage, 
Whoſe glory in one day doth fill the ftage 
With Childe-bood, Man-hood, and decrepit Age. $ 


And what's a Life > the flouriſhing array 
Ofthe proud Summer meadow, which to day 
Wears her green pluſh, and is to morrow hay. 


oh | And 
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And what's a Life ? A blaſt ſuſtein*d with clothing, 
Maintein'd with food, retein*d with vile ſelf-lothing, 
Then weary of it ſelf, again'd to nothing. 


Read on this dial, how the ſhades deyour 
My ſhort-liv'd winters day ; honr eats up hour ; 
Alas, the totall *s but from eight to four. 


Behold theſe Lillies (wbich thy hands have made 
Fair copies of my lite, and open laid 
To view) how ſoon they droop, how ſoon they fade} 


Shade not that dial. night will blinde too ſoon; 
My non-ag*d day already points to noon; 
How ſimple is my ſuit ! how ſniall my boon ! 


Nor do I beg this ſlender inch, to while 
The time away, or ſafely to begui!e 
My thoughts with joy , her*s nothing worth a {mtle. 


No, no : *tis not to pleaſe my wanton ears 
With frantick mirth, I beg but hours, not years : 
And what thou giv'it me; I will give to tears. 


Draw not that ſoul which would be rather led ! 
That Seed has yet not broke my Serpents head ; 
O ſhall I die before my ſuns ate dead ? 


Behold theſe rags ; am I a fitting gueſt 
To taſt the daintics of thy royal teaſt, 
With hands and face unwaſh'd, wngirt, unbleſt ? 


Firſt, let the Jordan treams (that finde ſupplies 
From the deep fauntain of my heart) ariſe, 
_  Andcleanle my ſpots, and clear my leprous ees: 


* Thavea world of ſinnes tobe lamented ; 
T have a ſea of tears that muſt be vented : 
O ſpare till then ; and then I die contented. 


Book I, # 
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S A UG. lib. de Civit, Dei Cap. 10, 


The time wherein we live is taken from the ſpace of ouy life; 
what remaineth is daily made leſs and leſs, in ſo much that 
tine of our (1 fe is nothing but a paſſage 10 death. 


S. GREG. lib. 9, Cap. 44, 10. Job. 


Atmoderate affliftions bring tears, ſo immocerate take away 
urs; in fo much that ſorrow becometh no forrew, which ſweal. 
loving up the minde of the affiifFed, taketh away the ſenſe of the 


offifion. 


EPLIGO: 13. 


Feat thou to go, when nvi heo 3 

» When ſuch an Arm invites the- 7 
Diead'ſt thou £ loads of fin? or what affrigh's thee , 
|: thou begin to fear, rhy fear begins ; 

Fool, can he bear thee hence, and not thy fins ? 
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Took 3, 


XIY. 
DzgUTERONOMY 32. 29, 


that men were wiſe , and that they under- 
ſnd thir, that they would conſider their 
latter end, 


Spirit, 


feb. 
WW Hat means my ſiſters eye ſo oft to pals 
Through the long entry of that Optick glaſs? 
Tellme; what ſeeret virtue doth invite 
Thy wrinkled eye to ſuch unknown delight ? 
[thelps the Gight, makes things remote appear 
[[nperfeRt view 3 It draws the objeRts near. 
What ſenſe-delighting objedts doſt thou ſpie? 
What doth that Glaſs preſent before thine eye ? 
| ee thy foe, my reconciled friend, 
Gm Death, even ſtanding at the Glaſſes end 
ts left hand holds a branch of Palm ; kis right | 
Holds forth a two-edg'd ſword. FI. A proper ſight ! 
nds this all » doth thy ProſpeRive pleaſe 
Ti abuſed fancie with no ſhapes but theſe 2 ' 
} Tes, I behold the dark*ned Sun bereay'n 
Ofall bis light, the battlements of Heay'n 
| #lring 1n flames 3 the Angel-guarded 
(f glory on his high Tribunal-Throne ; R 
- | AndFiends, with knotted whips of flamihg wire, 
 (Tartring poor fouls, that gnafh their teeth in vain, 
lodgnay their flame-tormented rongues for pain, 


: 


Look 


F!. The world in cslours, colours that diſtain 


133 Emblemeer, Book, 


Look, ſiſter, how the queazy-ſtomack'd Graves 
Vomit their dead. and how the purple waves 
Scall'd their conſume!eſs bodies, ſtrongly curſing 
All wombs for bearing, and all paps for nurſing, 
Fl. Can thy diſtemper*d fancy take delight 

In view of tortures 2 theſe are ſhows t? afftight ; 
Look in this glaſs triangular ; look here, - 
Here?s that will raviſh eyes. Sp. What ſeeſt cthouthei 


The cheeks of Proreas, or the filken train 

Of Flora*s Nymphs ; ſuch yarious ſorts of hiew, 
As Sun-confronting Irs never knew : 

Here, if thou pleaſe to beautifie a town, 

Thou mailt ; or with a hand, turn *c upſide down; 
Here maiſt thou ſcant or widen by the meaſure 
Of thine own will ; make ſhort or long at pleaſure: 
Here mailt thou tire thy fancy, and adviſe 

With ſhows more apt to pleaſe more curious eyes. 
Sp. Ah tool / that dot'f on vain, on preſent toyes, 
And diſreſpeR'it thoſe true, thoſe future joyes ! 
How ftrongely are thy thoughts betooPd, alas, 
To dote on goods that perith with thy glaſs ! 
Nay, vaniſh with the turning of a hand ! 

Were they but painted colours, 1t might ſtand 
With painted reaſon that they might . —— thee 3 
Bur things that have no being to beſot thite ? 
Foreſight of future torments 15 the way | 


To baulk thoſe ills which preſent joyes bewray | 


As thou halt fool'd thy ſelf, ſo now come hither, 
Break that fond glaſs, and let's be wiſe together, 


S. BONAVEN 


2 er of 
4 i. 


f of (fns, the omiſſion of good things, and the loſs of time + Fore- 
Ut 


NJ Wat, Soul, no further yer ? what nev?c commence 


Book 3+ Emblumes. 183 


BONAVENT. deconremptu feculi, 


0 that men would be wiſe, underſtand, and foreſee : Be wiſe, 
9 know three things : The multitude of thoſe that are to be dam 
wed: the few number of thoſe that are to be ſaved ; and the va- 
nity of tranſeory things : Underſtand three things , the multitude 


ſee three things, the danger of death, the laſt judgment, and 
ecernal puniſhment. 


EPIG. 14. 


Maſter in Faith ? Still batchelour of Senſe ? 
bs rinſufficiency > Or what has made thee 


Qrellip thy loſt degree ? thy luſts have ſtaid thee. 
»f 
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XV. 
PSALM, 30. 10, 


My life & ſpent with grief, and my years with 
hobing. | 


2 Hat ſullen Starr rul*d my untimely. birth, = 
I hat would not lend my daies one hour of Mirth ? 

How oft have theſe bate knees been bent to gain 
The lender alms of one poor ſmile, in vain ? 
How often, ti1?d wirh the faſtidious light, 
| Have my faint lips 1mplo1?d the ſhades of night ? 
How often have my nightly torments pray*d 
For lingring twilight, glutced with the ſhade ? 
Day worſe then night, night worſe then day appears, 


| lntears I ſpend my nights, my daies in tears ; 


—— _ 


I moan unpittPd, groaft withour relict, 

There is nor end nor meaſure of my priet. 

The ſmiling flow?: ſalutes the day ; it growes 
Uatouch'd with cate; it neither ſpins nor ſowes ? 
Othat my tedious life wee ike this Aow'r, 
Orficed from grief, or finiſh'd with an hour : 

Why was I born > Why was [ born a man ? 

And why proportion*d by fo large a ſpan ? 

: Or why ſuſpended by tke common lor, 


gs 


# Andbeing born to dic, why die I not? 


Abme! why is my ſorrow-waſted breath 
Dehi'dthe'talie priviledge of death 2 

The branded flaye that tugs the weary oaie, 
Obtains the Sabbath ofa welcome ſhore 2 / 
fs ranſom'd ſtripes are heal'd, his native ſoil 


—__ 


neetens the mem'ry of his foreign toil ; 
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But ah / my ſorrows are not halt ſo bleſt ; 
My labour findes no point, my pains no relt : 

I barter {:ghs for tears, and tears for groans, 

Still yainly rolling Siſyphean ſtones : 

Thou juſt obſerver of our flying hours, 

That, with thy Adamantine fangs, devyours 

The brazen monuments of 1enown?®d Kings, ' 

Doth thy glaſs ſtand 2 Or be thy moulting wings 
Unapt She 2 If not, why doſt thou ſpare 

A willing biealt ; a bieaſt that ſtands ſo fair ? 

A dying breaſt, that hath but onely breath \ 
To beg a woand, and ſtrength to crave a death 2 

O that the pleaſed Heay?ns would once diffolre 
Theſe fleſhly fetters, that ſo falt involye 

My hamp?red ſoul ; then would my ſoul be bleſt 
From all theſe ;lls, and wrap her thoughts in reſt : 
Till then, my daies are months, my months are years, 
My years are ages to be ſpent 1n tears : 

My griet s entail'd upon my waſteful breath, 

Which no recoy*ry can cut off, but death 

Breath drawn in cottages, puft out in thrones, 
Begins, continues, =s concludes in groans. 


INNOCENT, 


Book al! 


| 


ok : yook 3 Emblemes, þ ; 7 


INNOCENT. devilitate condit. humanz. 


0who will give mine eyes « fountain of tears , that 1 uy 
lewil the miſerable ingreſs of mans condition ; the ſinful pro« 
ſs of mans converſation, the damnable egreſs in mans diſcolu« 
jon? 1 will conſider with tears, whereof man was made, what 
mas doth «nd what man is to do : Alas, heis formed of earth, 
imceived in flnne, born 10 puniſhment : He doth evil things, 
which are not lawful ; He doth filthy things, which are not de« 
[LE Re doth vain things, which are not expedient. | 


E PIG. ng. 


Wy heart, Thy life's a debt by Bond, whick beats 
A fecret date; the uſe is Groans and Tears : 
not ; uſurious Nature will have all, 
As well the Int%eſt as the Principal, 
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"HE FOURTH BOOK - 


I. 


ROMANS. 7. 23; # 
] (ee another Law im my members warring a- 
gainſt the Law of my minde, and bringing 
me into captivity to the Law of ſin, 


I 
How my will is hurried to and fro, 

() And how my unreſoly?d reſolves do vary ! 
[know'not where to fix 3 ſometimes I go 
This way, then that, and then the quite contrary 3 

| like, diſlike ; lament for what I could nor ;' 

I do, undo ; yer ſtill do what I would nor. 
\ndat the ſelf ſame inſtant will the thing 1 would nor. 


2 
Thus are my weather» beaten thoughts opprelt 
With th? earth- bred winds of my prodigious will; 
Thus am I hourely roſt from Eaſt to Welt, vi 
Upon the rowling ſtreams of good and j : 
Thys am I dityen upon theſe {lipp?y ſuds :2 
From real ills to falſe apparent goods : 1 
ylite's a troubled ſea, compos*d of Ebs andFlouds, 


Thecurious Penman, having trimm'd his page 
With the dead language of his dabbled quill, 
Let fall a heedleſs drop, then in a rage 
Caſhiers the fruits of his unlucky kill ; 
Ev'nſo my pregnant ſoul in th' infant bud .* . 
Of ber beſt thou ghts,ſhowrs down a cole black floud 
| Ofunadviſed ills, and cancels all ker good, 
ws N 3 Sometin:C« 


- 
a 


_— CT On 


—_— > hs _— a a ——”_ TT ho - 
Om 2 WOOD ABER” 0 Oo 
Dn eo. em ——_—_— 
——— PRE Int nmr lt CO, pes 
E q \ £ ; 
: . 


pe nee 


190 Emblemes, Book (| B 
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Sometimes a ſudden flaſh of ſacred heat | ' | 
Warms my chill ſoul, and ſets my thoughts in frame: | 
But ſoon that fire is ſhouldied from her ſeat 
By luſtful Cupid's much inferiour flame : 
I feel two flames, ayd yet no flame entire; 
Thus ate the mungrell thoughts of mixt deſire. 
Conſum?d between that heay'nly and this earthly fie, 


d) 


Sometimes my traſh-diſdaining thoughts out. paſs 
The common period of teriene conceit ; 
O then, methinks I ſcorn the thing 1 was, 
Whilſt T ſtand raviſh'd at my new eſtate : 
But when th' lcarian wings of my deſire 
Feel but the warmth of their own native fire, 
O then they melt and plunge within their wonted mite. 


6 


I know the nature of my way*ring minde 3 
I know the frailty of my fleſhly will ; 
My Paſſions Eagle ey'd; my judgment blind ; 
I know what?*s good, but yet make choice of ill. 
When th' Oltrich wings of my dehires ſhall be 
So dull, they cannot mount the leaſt degree, 
Yet grant my foul del1ie but of deliring thee. 


| 
S. BERN, 


Book 4- Emblemes. 


| tisled by its own judgement, and wanting Divine counſel can- 


I91 
S. BERN. Med. g. 
My beart is 4 v4in heart, a vagebond and inſtable heart ; while 


we ſubſet in it ſelf, and whileſt it divers waies ſeeketh reſt; 
adeth none, but remaineth miſerable through labour, and void 
of peace * it agreeth not with it ſelf ; it diſſenteth from it ſelf; 
i aliereth reſolutions, changeth the judgement, frameth new 
thoughts, pulleth down the old, and buildeth them up again : It 
willeth and willeth not; and never remaineth in the ſame ſlate, 


S. AUGUST. devetb, Apoſt. 


when it would, it cannot ; becauſe when it might, it woult 
wt: Therefore by an evil will man loſt his good power. 


ge * 


EPIG. 1. 


My ſoul, how are thy thoughts difturb*d, confin'd, 
Enlarg*d betwixt thy —— and thy minde |! 
Fix here or there ; thy doubt depending cauſe 
Canner expe one yerdi 'twixt two Laws. 
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II, 


PSALM 119.5, 
0 that my wayes were diretted to keep 


Statutes ! | 
I 
Hus I, the objeR of the worlds diſdain, 
 Vith Pilgrime-pace ſurround the weary earth 3 
[onely reliſhwhat the world counts vain 3 
, - Hermirth's my grief, kerſullen grief my mirth ; 
Her light my darkneſs ; and her truth my errour. 
Her freedome is my jail ; and her delight my terrour. 
2 
Fond earth ! proportion not my ſeeming love 
To my long ſtay ; let not thy thoughts deceive thee 
Thou art my priſon and my home's above 3 
My life 's a preparation but to leave thee 2 
Like one that ſeeks a doore, [ walk about thee : 


| With thee I cannot live ; I cannot live without thee. 


Tie world? a lab'rinth, whoſe anfratuous wayes 
Arealleompos'd of rubs and crook'd Meanders $ 
Noreſting here; He's hurried back that ſtayes 
A thought ; and he that goes unguided wanders 
Her way is dark, her path untrod, unev'n 5 


193 


thy 


4 


%hard%s the way from earth ; ſo hard's the way to Heay'n. 


«JO 4 
This gyring lab'rinth is betrench'd about 
Onelther hand with ſtreams of ſulph%ous fire, 
Streams cloſely ſliding, erring in and out, 
Crnng pleaſant to the fond deſcrier ; 
Where it his footſteps truſt their own inventions 
telalls without redreſs, and finks without dimenſion? 


Where 
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3 


Where ſhall I ſeek a Guide ? where ſhall I meer 
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces ; 
What truſty Lantern will dire& my feet 
To ſcape the danger of theſe dang'rous places 
What hopes have [ to paſſe without a Guide z 
Where one gecs ſately through, a thouſand fall belide. 


6 


An unrequeſted Star did gently ſlide 
Before the Wiſe-men to a greater Light; 
Back-ſliding [{r'e] found a double Guide 5 
A Pillar, and a Cloud ; by day, by night: 
Yet in my deſp*rate dangers, which be farr 
More great then theirs, I have nor Pillar, Cloud;nor Sta. 


7 
O that the pinions of a clipping Dore 
Would cut my paſſage through the emptie Aire; 
Mine eyes being ſeel'd, how would I mount above 
Thereach of danger and forgotten care ! 
My backward eyes ſhould ne*r commit that fault, 
Whoſe laſting guilc thould build a monument of Salt. 


Great God that a't the lowing Spring of Light, 
Enrich-guine eyes with thy refulgent Ray : 
Thou art my Path ; dire& my ſteps aright; 
I have no other Light, no other Way ? 
Pl truſt my God, and him alone purſue ; 
His Law ſhall be my Path 3 his Heav'nly Light my Clu 


S. AuGUuS! 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap. 4. 


0Lord, who art the Light, the Way, the Truth, the Life; in 
whom there is no darkneſs, errour, vanity nor death : The Lights 
without which there is darkneſs ; The Way, without which there 
i wandering 3 The Truth, without which there i errour ; The 
Life, without which there is death ; Say, Lord, Let there be light , 
ard | ſhall ſee Light, and eſchew/ darkneſs ; T1 ſpall ſee the Way, 
ad avoid wandering 3 1 ſhall-ſee the Truth, and ſhun errour ; 
I ſhall ſee Life, and eſcape death : 111uminate, Oilluminate ney 
blind ſoul; which ſitteth in darkneſs and the ſhadow of death : 
and direft my feet in the way of peace. 


E PIG. 2. 


Pilgrim, trudge on : What makes thy ſoul complaia 
Crownes thy complaint. The way to :elt is pain : 
Theroad toreſolution lies by doubt : 

Fnext way home's the fartheſt way about, 


— 
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aStayr " rppr in thy Arther that Rat 
mt” F ao not ſlide. Pr. 35. g. 
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IIT. 


PSALM 17. F. 


Stay my ſteps in thy paths, that my feet do 
not /l1de, 


I 
Hen ere the old Exchange of profit rings 
W Her {Iver Saints-be!l of uncertain gains, 
My merchant-ſoul can ſtretch both legs and wings , 
How I can run, and take unwearied pains ! 
The charms of profit are ſo ſtrong, that 1 
Who wanted legs to go find wings to flie. 


E: 2 

If tme-beguiling Pleaſure but advance 

| » Fer Juittul trump, and blow her bold alarms, 
O how my ſportful ſoul can frisk and dance, 

And hug that Syren in her twined arms.! 
The ſprtphrly voice of finew-ſt:engthning pleaſure 
Can lend my bedrid foul both legs and leiſure, 


It blazing honour chance to fill my veins 
With flatPring warmth, and flaſh of Couttly fire, 
My foul can take a pleaſure iryher pains : 
My lotty ſtrurting fieps diſdain to tire ; 
My anrtick knees can turn upon the hinves 
Ot Complement, and skrue a thouſand cringes. 


But when | care to Thee, a art 
The royal Mine of everlaſting treaſure, 
The rexl Honour of my better part, 
Andliving fountain of etcrnal pleaſure, 
How nervele(s are my limbs ! how fa'at and flow ! 
| haye nor wings to fiic, nor legs to go. 
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5 


So when the ſtreams of ſwift-foot Rhene convey 
Her upland riches to the Belgick ſhoe , 
' Theidle veſſel ſlides the wat'ric lay, 
Without the blaſt, or tug, of wind, or oare 
Her ſlipp'ry keel divides the {1]ver toame 
With eaſe; ſo facil is the way from home, 


6 


But whea the home-bound veſſel turns her ſails 
Againſt the breaſt of the reſiſting (ſtream, 
O then ſhe ſlugs; nor ſail, nor oare prevails ; 
The Stream 1s {turdy, and her Tide s extreme 
Each ſtroke is lofle, and ev'ry tug is vain: 


A Boat-lengths _ is a League of pain, 


& 


Great All in All, that art my reſt, my home 3 
My way 15 tedious, and my ſteps are ſlow : 
Reach forth thy helpful hand, or bid me come ; 
I am thy childe, O teach thy childe to go: 
Conjoyn thy ſweet commands to my defite, 
And I will venture, though I fall or tire. 


S. AUGUST, 
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s. AUGUST. Ser. 15. de Verb. Apoſt, 


ze alwayes diſpleaſed at what thou art, if thou deſireſt to ag* 
tain to what thou art not : For where thou haſt pleaſed thy ſelf, 
there thou abideſt. But if thou ſayeſt, I have enough, thou pee 
ikeft: Alwayes add, alwayes walk, alwayes proceed ; neither 
find flill,, mor go back » nor deviate: He that ſlandeth flill, 
poceedeth not 3 He goeth back, that continueth not ; He deviat- 
ab, that revolteth ; He goeth better that creepeth in his way, 
then he that runneth out of his way, 


EPIG. 3. 


ear not, my Soul, to loſe for want of cunning ; 

Veep not; Heay?®n is not alwayes got by running ? 
Thy thoughes are ſwitt, although thy legs be flow ; 
Ine loxe will ceep, nor ha ving ſtrength to go, 
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My fleſb trembleth for fear of thee, and I am 
sfrard of thy jpudpments, 


Et others boaſt of Iuck, and goe their wates 
[ik their fair game; know vengeance ſeldome playes 
Tobe top forward, but doth wiſely frame 
Her backward Tables for an after-game - 
She pives thee leaze to venture many a blot ; 
; for her own adyantape; hits thee not ; 
Jut when her pointed Tables are made fair, 
That ſhe be ready for thee, then beware 3 
Then, if a neceflary blot be ſet, 
Je hits thee ; wins the Game ;- perchance the ſet + 
[fproſp?rous chances make thy caſting high, 
temiſely temp'rate 3 caſt a ſerious eye 
Onafter-dangers, and keep back thy game ; 
Tooforward ſeed-times make thy harveſt Jame * 
Flet-hand Fortune give thee left-hand chances, 
& wiſely patient; let no envious m- 
kepine to yew thy gameſters heap 
Tie hindmoſt ound takes oft the doubling Hare, 
Tte worlds great Dice ate falſe ; ſometimes they goe 
Ercniely bigh, ſometimges extremely low : 
C111 er gameſters he that playes the leaſt, 
Lies moſt at eaſe, playes moſt ſecure and beſt : 
Is way towin, is to play fair, and ſwear 
Tiy {*t a ſervant to the Crown of fear : 
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IV. 


PSALM 119. 120, 


o fair 


O 
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Fear is the Primmer of a Gameſters skill * 
Who fears not Bad ſtands moſt unarm'd to [ll : 


The II] that's wiſely fear'd, 15 halt withſtood ; Th 
And fear of Bad is the beſt foyl to Good? my 
True Fear's th? Elizer, which in daies of old viſt, 
Turn'd Leaden Croſſes into Crowns of Gold : RY 
The World's the Tables; Stakes, Eternal life; I: 


The Gamelters, Heav'n and | ; Unequal ſtrife ! 
My Fortunes are my Dice, whereby I frame 
My indiſpoſed Life : this Life's the Game 
My linnes are ſev'ral Blots 3 the Lookers on Pod 
Are Angels; and indeath the Game is done : 
Lord, I'm a Bungler, and my Game doth grow 
Still more and more unſhap'd ; my Dice run low : 
The Stakes are great ; my careleſs Blots are many; 
And yet thou paſleſt by, and hitſt not any : 

Thou art too ſtrong ; and | have none to guide me 
With the leaſt jog ; the lookers on deride me ; 

It is a Conqueit undeſerving Thee, 

To win a Stake from ſuch a Worm as me: 

I haveno more toloſe; If we perſever, 
*Tisloſt; and that onee loſt I'm loſt for ever. 
Lord, wink at faults, and be not too ſevere, 

And1 will play my Game with greater fear ; 

O give me Fear, ere Fear has paſt her date ; 
Whoſe blot being hit, then fears, fears then too late, 
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S. BER N. Ser. 54. in: Cant. 


There is nothing ſo effeftual to obtain Grace, to retain Grace, 
and to regain Grace, 25 always to be found before God no; over- 
viſe, butto fear: Happy art thou if thy heart be replenijped 
piththree ſerys ;, 4 fear for recerved Grace, 4 greater fear for 
bf Grace, a greateſt fear to recover Grace. 


S. AUGUST. ſuper Pſalm. 


Preſent fear begetteth Eternal ſecuritie; Fear God, which 5 
dove all, and 3 need $0 fear man at all. 


EPIG. 4. 


Lord, 'nall we grumble when thy flames do ſconrge us 3 
Our finnes breathe fie ; that fire returns to purge us. 
Lnrdy what an Alchymilt art thou, whoſe skill 

| Traiſziutes to perfeRt Good from perfect il]! 
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V. 


Ps ALM 119, 37. 
Tun away mine eyes from regarding vantty. 


I 


Ow like to threds of flax 
That touch the flame, are my inflam'd deſires ! 
How like to yielding wax 
My ſoul difſolres before theſe wanton fires ! 
The fire but touch'd, the flame but felt, 
Like flax, I burn 3 like wax, I melt. 


2 
O how this fleſh doth draw 
Myfetter'd ſoul to that deceitful fire ! 
And how th' eternal Law 
baffled by the law of my deſire ! 
How truly bad, how ſeeming good 
Ate all the laws of fleſh and bloud ! 


O wretched ſtate of men, 
Tie height of whoſe ambition is to borrow 
Wha: muſt be paid agen 
Vih griping intreſt of the next daies ſorrow ! 
How iy; his thoughts ! How apt to range ! 
How apt to vary ! Apt to change ! 


How ir.tricate and nice 
mars} +rplexed way to mans defire ! 
vometine3 upon the ice 
lieflips, and ſometimes falls into the fire; 
prupreſs 15 extreme and bold, 
Orvery hot, cr very cold, 


O 3 The 
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5 TH 
The common iood hedoth 
Suſtain his ſoul tormeating thoughts withall, 
Is honey in his mouth 
To night, and in his heart, to morrow, gall; 
' *Tis oftentimes, within an hour, 
Both yery ſweet and very ſowre, 


6 


If ſmeet Corinna ſmile, 

A Heay'n of joy breaks down into his heart ; 
Corinna frowns a while ? 

He!s torments are but copies of his ſmart ; 
Within a luſtſul heart doth dwell 
A ſceming Heav'n, a very Hell. 


7 


Thus worthleſs, vain, and void 

Of comfort, are the fruits of earths employment, 
Which ere they be enjoy'd 

DiftraRt us, and deſtroy us in th? enjoyment ; 
Theſe be the pleaſures that are priz%d 
When Heay'ns cheap pen'worth ſtands deſpis'd, 


8 


Lord; quench theſe haſtie flaſhes, | 
Which dart as lightning from the thund'ring skies, 
Anderv'ry minute daſhes 
Againſt the wanton windows of mine eyes * 
Lord, cloſe the caſement, whilſt | ſtand 
Behinde the curtain of thy hand, 


<©I3 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap. 4. 


0thou Sun that illuminateth both Heaven and Earth We bt 
ao thoſe 2yes which do not behold thee : Wo be untorhoſe blinde 
eyes which cannot behold thee : 10 be unto thoſe which turn away 
thelr eyes that they will not behold thee : to be unto thoſe that 
uns awsy their eyes that they may behold vanity. 


S. CHRY $e ſup. Matth, 19. 


what is the evil women but the enemy of friend{bip, au una* 
widable pain, a necefiary miſchief, a natural tentation, a deſidt= 
le calamity, « domeſtick 'dangey, « delefiable inconvenience, 
ad the nature of evil painted over with the colour of good, 


REPIG. 5. 


'Tis vain, great God, to cloſe mine eyes fromill, 
Ween 1 r-{olye-to keep the old man till ; 

My ranbling heart muſt cov*nant firſt with thee, 
Orgone can paſs betwixt mine eye and me. 
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VI. 


ESTHER 7. 3+ 


IfI have found favour in thy fight, andif it 
pleaſe the King, let my life be given me at 
my petztzon. | 


Hou art the Great Aſſuerms , whoſe command 
Doth ſtretch from Pole to Pole 3 the world 's thy land; 
Rebellious Maſhii's the corrupted will 
Which beiog call?d, retuſes to fulfill 
Thy juſt command : Zſther, whoſe tears condole 
The razed City 's the regen'rate Soul; 
A captive maide, whom thou wilt pleaſe to grace 
With nuptial Honour in ſtout Yaſhri's place ; 
Her kinſman, whoſe unbended knee did thwart 
Prond Hemar?s glory, is the fleſhly part : 
The ſober Zunuch, that recall'd to minde 
The new built gibbet (Haman had divin'd 
For his own run) fifty cubits high, 
sluſtful.chought-centrolling chaſtity ; 
lofulting Kamen is that fleſhly luſt 
Whoſe red-hot fury, for a ſeaſon, muſt 
Triumph in pride, and ſtudy bew to tread 
On Mordecay, till royal Eſther plead. 

Great King, my ſent-for Yaſhtie will not come; 
Oletthe oyl o*th bleſſed Virgips womb | 
Cleanſe my poor Eſther ; look, O look upon her 
With gracious eyes; and let thy Beam of honour 
S0 ſcoure her captive ſtains, that ſhe may prove 


in ily Obje& of thy Hear?nly love; 
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Anoint her with the Spiknard of thy graces, 
Then try the ſweetneſs of her chaſt embraces : 
Make her the partner of thy nuptial bed, 

And {et thy royal Crown upon her head : 
If then ambitious Haman chance to ſpend 
His ſpleen en Mordecay, that ſcorns to bend 
The wiltul ſtiffneſs ot his ſtubborn knee, 
Or baſely crouch to any Lord but thee ; 

If weeping Efther ſhould preter a groane 
Before the high tribunal Throne, 

Hold torth thy golden Scepter, and afford 
The gentle audience of a gracious Lord : 
And let thy royal Efthey be poſſeſt 

Ot halt thy Kingdom, at ber dear requeſt : 
Curb luſtful H«<nax; him that would diſgrace, 
Nay, raviſh thy tair Queen before thy face : 
And as proud Hamer was himſelt enſnar'd 
On that ſelf- gibbet, that himſelt prepar'd; 
So nail my luſt,both puniſhment and guilt, 


On that dear croſs that mine own luſts baye buile, 


Book 
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S. AUGUST. in Ep. 
0 holy ſpirit, always inſpire me with holy works. Conſftrain 
me, that 1 14y do : Counſel me. that I may love thee ; Confirms 
we, that 1 may hold thee ; Conſerie me, that I may not loſe thee, 


S. AUGUST. ſup. Joan. 
The ſpirit ruſts where the fleſh reſteth : For as thr fleſh i5 nou- 
ribed with Jweet things, the Spirit is refreſhed with ſowre, 
Z Ibidem. 


mouldeſt thou that thy fleſh obey thy ſpirit? Then let thy 
ſpirit obey thy God : Thou muſt be governed, that thou mayſt 
govern. 


EPIG. 6. 


Of Mercy and Juſtice is thy Kingdome built ; | 

This plagues ny ffnz and that removes my guilt 5 
When ere I ſur, Afuernus -like decline : 
Thy Scepter ; Lord, ſay, Half my Kingdom's thine. 
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VII. 


CAanTICLES 7, I. 


(191, _ beloved, let ur go forth into the fields, 
gnd [et us remain in the villages, 


[ 
Chriſh Soul, 


th, F\Ome, come my dear, and let ns both retire 
And whiff the dainties of the fragrant fields : 
Where warbling Phil me! and the ſhrill mouth'd quire 
Chaunt forth their raptures; where the Turtle builds 
Her lonely neſt; and where the new-born bryer 
Breaths forth the ſweetneſs that her April yields 6 
Come, come my lovely fair, and let us trie 
Theſe rural delicates ; where thou and I 
Nay melt in private flames, and {ear no ſtander by. 


2 


iu, My hearts eternal joy, in lieu ef whom 
The earth *s a blaſt, and all the world a bubble; , * 
Our Citie>manſion is the faireſt home, 
But Countrey-ſweets ate tang?d with leſſer trouble: 
Let's try them both, and chuſe the better ; come z 
A —_ in pleaſure makes the pleaſure double ? 
On thy commands depends my go or tarrie 
I'll ſtirre with Mareha, or 1*11 ſtay with Marys 
baarts are firm] y fix'd although our pleaſures vyarie. 
58 Chr. 
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3 


Chr, Our Countrey-manſion (lituate on high) 
With various Objedts, ſtill renews delight ; 


Her arched roof *s of unſtain*d | yory: | 


Her wall 's of fiery-ſparkling Chryſolite; 
Her pavement is of hardelt Porphyry ; 

Her ſpacious windows are all glaz*d with bright 
And flaming Carbuncles ; no need require 
Titan's faint rayes, or Vulcan's teable fire ; 

And er*ry Gates a Pearl; and ey'ry Pearl, entire. 


4 


Soul. Fool that I was ! how were my thoughts deceiy'd 
How falſely was my fond conceit poſlelt ! 
I took it tor an Hermitage, but pavy'd 
And daub*d with netgbb?ring dirt, & thacht at bef 
Alas, I ney? expetted more, nor crav'd ; 
A Turtle hop'd but for a Turtles nelt: 
Come, come, my dear, and let no idle ſtay 
Neglet th* advantage of the head-frong dy; 
How pleaſure grates that teels the curb of dull dela 


5 


Chr, Come then, my Joy ; let our divided paces 
Condudtt us to our faireſt territory 3 
O there we'll twine our ſouls in ſweet embraces ; 
Soul. Andin thine arms VII tell my paſſion-ſtory : 
Chr. O there PIl crown thy head with all my graces 5 
Soul. Andall thoſe graces [hall refle& thy glory: 
Chr. O there 1'Il teed thee with celeſtial Manna 5 


PII be thy Elkanth. Soul. And I, thy Hanna. 
Chr.1il found my trump of joy. So. And 111 reſoundHoſe 
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>, 
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S. BERN. 


O bleſſed Contemplation ! The death of vices, and the life of 
vines! Thee, the Law and Prophets admire : Who ever at- 
ed perfeRion, if not by thee ! 0 bleſſed Solitude, the Maga- 
zine of celeſtial treaſure | by thee things earthly, and tranſitory, 
at thenged 1u10 Heavenly, and Eternal. 


..S. BERN. inEp. 


ns % that houſe, and bleſſed 5; that Congregation, where 
Martha fill complaineth of Mary, 


E PIG. 7. 


Mechanick ſoul, thou mult not onely do 
Vith Marche ; but, with Mary, ponder too : 


lappy's that houſe where theſe fair lifters vary; 
Vs molt, when Martba's reconcil*d to Miry, 
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VIII, 


CANTICLES I. 3. 


Draw me 3 we will follow after thee by the [a- 
' pour of thy good Ointments. 


! bm ke alump of the corrupted Maſs, 
[lie ſecure, long loſt before I was : 
Andlike a bloek, beneath whoſe burtken lies 

That undiſcoyer'd worm that never dies, 
| Thareno will to rouze, I have no power toriſe, 


Can ſtinking Layerws compound or ſtrive 
I With deaths entangling tetters, and revive ? 
Or can the water-buried Axe implore 
A hand co raiſe it, or it (elf reſtore, 
Andfrom her ſandy deeps approach the dry-foot ſhore? 


lo bard's the task for ſinful fleſh and bloud 
Tolend the {malleft ſtep-co what is good. 
My God, I cannoe move the leaſt degice, 
| Ab! lf but onely rhote thar aRtive be, 
None ſhould thy glory ſee, none ſhould thy glory ſee, 


but if the Potter pleaſe r inform the clay : 

Orſome ſtrong hand remove the block away : 
Their Jowly fortunes ſoon are mounted higher : 
That proves a veſſel, which before was mite 3 


Aud this being bewn, may ſerve for better uſe then re. 
P 


And 


218 
And if that life-reſtoring voice command 
Dead Laz?rus forth ; or that great Prophets hand 


Should charm the ſullen waters, and begin 
To becken, or to dart a itick but in, 


Dead Laz'rus mult reyive,and th? Axe mult float again, | 


Lord, as I am, I bave no pow'r at all 
To hear thy voyce, or echo to thy call ; 


The gloomy Clouds of mine own guilt benight me ; 


Thy glorious beams, nor dainty ſweets invite me; 
They neither can dizeR ; nor theſe at all delight me. 


Sec how my ſin-bemangled body lies, 

Nor having pow'r to will nor will to rife ! 
Shine home upon thy Creature, and inſpire 
My liveleſs will with thy regen'rate fire ; 

The firſt degree to do, 1s onely to defire. 


Give me the pow?r to will, the will todo; 
O raiſe me up, and [ will ſtrive to go : 
Draw me, O draw me with thy treble twiſt, 
That have no pow'r but merely to reſiſt ; 
O lend me ſtrength to do, and then command thy liſt, 


My Soul's a Clock, whoſe wheels (for want of uſe 
And winding up, being ſubjett to th' abuſe 

Ot eating ruſt) wants vigour to fulfill 

Her twelve hours task, and ſhew ber makers skill, 
But idly fleeps unmpy'd, and ſtandeth yainly ſtill. 


Great God, it is thy work; and therefore good. 

It thou be pleas'd to cleanſe it with thy bloud, 
And windeat up with thy ſoul-moving keyes, 
Her bulze wheels fhall ſerve thee all her dayes 3 


Her ban@®ſhall point thy pow'r,her hammer ſtrike thy praiſe 
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S. BERN. Serm. 21, in Cant, 


Let us ran, let us run, but in the favour of thy Ointments, not 
is the confidence of our merits, nor in the greatneſs of out 
gth ; we truſt to run, but in the multitude of thy merciex, 
though we run and are willing, it is not in bim that willeth, 
wor in him that runneth, but in God that ſheweth mercy. Olet 
thy mercy return, and we will run : Thou like a Gyant, run= 
eſt by thy own power 3 we, unleſs thy Ointment breath upon ns, 
(4mn0? THR, | 


EPIG. 8S. 


Look not, my Watch, being once repair'd to ſtand 
ExpeRting motion from thy Maker's hand. 
H'as wound thee up, and cleans'd thy Cogs with bloud': 
It now thy wheels ſtand till thou art not good, 
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0 that thor mere as my Brother, that 
JSacked the Brefty of my Mother. Cart: 7 lat 
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IX, 


CANTICLESS. r, 


0 that thou wert as my brother, that ſuuked 
the breaſts of my mother ; when 1 ſhould finde - 
thee without, I would kiſs thee. 


Ome, come my bleed Infant, and immure thee 
Within the Temple of my ſacred arms ; 
Secure mine arms, mine arms ſhall then ſecure thee 
From Herod®s fury, or the High-Prieſts harms : 
Or if thy danger'd life ſuſtain a loſs, | 
My folded arms ſhall turn thy dying croſs. 


2 


But ab; what ſavage Tyrant can behold 
The beaury of fo ſweet a face as this is, 
And not himfſelt be by himfelf controul'd, 
} Andchange his fury to a thouſand kifſes ? 
One ſmile of thine is worth more mines of treaſure 
Then there be Myrieds in the dayes of Ceſar. 


3 
0, had the Tetrarch, as he knew thy birth, V 
$o known thy ftock, he had not ſought to paddle 
lathy dear bloud ; but proſtrate on the carth 
Had yaiPd his Crown before thy royall Cradle, 
Andlaid the Scepter of bis Glory down, 
And begg'd a Heay'nly for an Earthly Crown. = 
P 3 INuſtnous 


4 


Illuſtrious Babe ! how is thy handmaid grac'd 
With a rich armful ! how doſt thou decline 
Thy Maje'ty, that wert ſo late embrac'd 
In thy great Fathers arms, and now in mine ! 
How humbly gracious art thou, to refreſh 
Me with thy Spirit, and aſſume my fleſh. 


5 


But muſt the treaſon of a traitours Hail 
Abuſe the ſweetneſs of theſe ruby lips ? 
$hall marble-hearted cruelty afſail 
Theſe Alabaſter-{ides with knotted whips ? 
And mutt the'e imiling Roſes entertain 
The blows of ſcorn, and flurts of baſe diſdain ? 


6 


Ah ! muſt theſe dainty little ſprigs that twine 
So faſt about my neck, be pierc*d and torn 
With ragged nails > and muſt theſe brows religne 
Their Crown of Glory tor a crown of thorn ? 
Ah, muſt this bleſsed Infant ta(t the pain 
Of deaths injurious pangs? nay worſe, be ſlain ? 


7 


Sweet Babe ! At what dear rates do wretched | 
Commnt a ha ! Lord, ev'ry lin's a dart; 
And ev'ry trefpals fers a javelin flie; 
And ey?ry jarelin wounds thy bleeding heart : 
Pardon, ſweet Babe, what I have done amiſs ; 
And ſeal that gramted pardon with a kifs., 
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BONAVYENT, 


FEES «- 


ll 4+ Emblemgs, 22y * 


BONAVENT. Soliloqu. Chap, 1: 


| 0 ſweet Jeſu, I knew not that thy kiſſes were ſo ſweet , nov 
thy ſeciety ſo deleftable, nor thy attrattion ſo vertuous: For 
when 1 love thee, T1 am clean ; when I touch thee, Tam chaſte; 
| when 1 receive thee, Tama Virgin: O moſt ſweet Jeſu , thy 
embraces defile not, but cleanſe; thy attraftion polluteth not, 
but ſanRifieth: O Jeſa, the Fountain of univerſal ſweemeſs, 

me, that I believed ſo late , that ſo much ſweetneſs is in 
thy embraces. 


EPIG. 9. 


My burthen's greateſt : Let not Atlas boalt * 
Impartial Reader, judg which bears the moſt ; 
Hebears but Heav'n; my folded arms ſuſtain 
Heay'ns maker, whom Heay'ns Heav'n cannot contain. 
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| Emblemss. 


X. 


CANTICLES 3. I. 


In my bed by mipht 1 ſoupht him that my ſoul 
| liveth; 1 ſought him, but 1 fond bim 


noe, 


Ti» learned Cynick, wr, ary the way 
\ 4 Toheneſt men, did in the height of day, 
By un 29% diyide his ſteps about 
The peopled ſtreets to finde this dainty out ; 
But fail*d: The Cynick ſearch'd not where he ought 7 
Thething he ſought for was not where he ſought. 
The Wiſe-mens task ſeem?®d harder to be done, 
The Wiſe-men did by Starre-light feek the Sun, / 
And found: the Wiſe-men ſearch*d it where they ought; 
The thing they bop'd to finde was where they ſought, 
One ſeeks his wiſhes where he ſhould ; but then 
Perchance he ſeeks not as he ſhould, nor when. 
Another ſearches when he ſhould ; but there 
Hefails 3 not ſeeking as be ſhould, nor where : 
Whoſe ſoul deſires the good it wants, and would 
Obtain, muſt ſeek Where, As, and When he ſhould, 
How often have my wild affeRions led 
My waſted ſoul to this my widdow'd bed, 
Toſeek my Lover, whom my foul defires ! 
(!{peak not, Cupid, of thy wanton fires 

fires are all but dying ſparks to mine 3 
My flames are full of Heav'n, and all Divine) 
How often have 1 ſought this bed by night, 
Tofinde that greater by this lefſer light ! 
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How oft haye my unwitneſt groanes lamented 
Thy deareſt abſence ! Ah how often yented 

The bitter tempelts of deſpayring breath), 

And toſt my ſoul upon the waves of death ! 

- How often has my melting heart made choice 
Of ſilent tears, (tears ow. A then a voice) 

To plead my grief, and woo thy abſent eare ! 
And yet thou wilt not come, thou wilt not heare ; 
O is thy wonted love become ſo cold ? 

Or do mine eyes not ſeek thee where they ſhould! 
Why do I ſeek thee, if thou art not here > 

Or finde thee not; it thou art ey'ry where 

I ſee my errour ; *Tis not ſtrange I could not 


Finde out my love : I ſought him where I ſhould not, 


Thou art not found in downy beds of eaſe ; 
Alas, thy muſick ſtrikes on harder keys ; 

Nor art thou found by that falſe, feeble 1 izht 
Of Natures candle ; Our Egyptian night 

Is more then common darkneſs; nor can we 
Exped a morning, but what breaks from thee 
Well may my empty bed bewaall thy loſs, 

When thou art lodg'd upon thy ſhameful croſs ; 
It thou refuſe to ſhare a bed with me, 

We'll neyer part, I'll ſhare a croſs with thee. 


ANSELM 


- , 5 2 Ao \* 


z . 
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ANSELM. in Protolop. 1, 


Lind, if thou art not preſent, where ſhall 1 ſeek thee abſent ? 
If every where, why do I not ſee thee preſent ? Thou dwelleſs in 
wht inacceſiible ; and where #5 that inacceſiible light > Or how 
dl 1 heve acceſs to light inacceſiible? I beſeech thee, Lord, 
juch me 20 ſeek thee, and* ſhew thy ſelf to the ſeeker 3 becauſe I 
caneither ſeek thee, unleſs thou teach me, nor finde thee, un- 
hſthou ſhew thy ſelf ro me : Letme ſeeh thee, tn deſiring thee, 
ad defire thee in ſeeking thee 3 Let me finde thee in loving thee, 
al love thee in finding thee. 


nc 4+ 


. ” a. 


E PIG. 10, | 
Where ſhouldſt thou ſeek for reſt, but in thy beY 2 
[now thy reſt is gone, thy reſt is fled : | 
'Tisrain tofeek him there : My ſoul be wile ; 
Goak thy lin's ; they 'l1 tell thee where he lies. 
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Emblemes, 


X1, 


CANTICLES 3. 2. 


[will riſe, and go about the City, and will [eek 
| bim that my ſoul loveth: 1 ſonght him, but 
] found brim nor. 


How my diſappointed ſoul's perplext ! 
How reſtleſs yu ſwarm 1n my troubled breſt 
Por rainly pleas*d with hopes, then croſsly vext 
"With fears ! And how betwixt them both diſtreſt ! 
placeis left unranſack*d > Oh, where next 
4 Stall I a the Authour of my reſt ? 
Of what bleſs'd Angel ſhall my lips enquire 
The undiſcover'd way to that entire 
erelaſting ſolace of my hearts deſire ? 


lk bow the ftricken Hart that wounded flies 
Orr hills and dales, and ſeeks the lower grounds 
naning ſtreams, the whilſt his weeping eyes 
beg filent mercy from the following Hounds ; 
length, emboſt, he droops, drops down and lies 
the burthen of his bleeding wounds : 
 EVnſo my gaſping foul, difſoly*din tears, 
Bo. ſearch for thee, my God, whoſe deafned ears 
emeth' unranſoo!'d Pris'ner to wy panick fears. R 
Where 
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3 


Where have my buſte eyes not pry'd? O where, 
Of whom hath not my ch:ed-bare tongue demanded} 
I fearch*d this glorious City 3 he*s not here ; 
I ſought the Country ; ſhe ſtands empry-handed; 
I ſearch?d the Court ; he1s a ſtranger there: 
I ask'd the land; he's ſhipp'd : the ſea, he's landed: 
I climb*d the ayr, my thoughts began OV aſpire; 
But ah ! the wings of my too bold deſire, 
Soaring too near the Sunz were findg'd with fared fire 


4 


I moy'd the Merchants eare ; alas but he 
Knew neither what I ſaid, nor what to ſay: 
I ask'd the Lawyer; he demands alee, 
And then demurrs me with a vain delay : 
I ask*d the Schoolman ; his advice was tree, 
But ſcor'd me out too intricate a way : 
I ask'd the Watch-man (belt of all the four) 
Whoſe gentle anſwer could reſolve no more, 
But that he lately left hipn at the Temple doore. 


Z 


Thus having ſought, and made my great inquelt 
In ev*ry place, and ſeaich*d in ey?ry car? 
IT threw me on iy bed ; but ab ! myret 
Was poyſon'd wth th' extremes of grief and fear, 
Where looking down int my troubled breaſt, 
The Magazine of wovnds, I found him there ? 
Let others hunt, and ſhew their ſporttul Art; 
I wiſh to catch the Hare betore ſhe (tart, | 
As Potchers uſe to do 3 Heay*ns form 's a troubled heat 


Wha 


Itis1 


S. AMBRU 16, 


) | Book he Emblemes, 231 


S. AMBROS. lib. 3. de Virg,, 
Chriſt 5 nor in the market, not in the fireets : For Chriſt s 
| Peace, in the market are ſtrifes : Chriſt is Jufiice, in the mar» 
let is iniquity *- Chriſt 55 a Labourer, in the market is idleneſs : 
(brit is Charity, 1n the market is ſlandey : Chriſt is Faith, in 
' themarket .55 fraud : Let us not therefore ſeek Chriſt, where we 
| canot finde Chriſt, 


S. HIER ON. Ep. 22. ad Euſtoch, 


Jeſus is jealous +. He will not have thy face ſeen : Let fooliſh 
Virgins ramble abroad, ſeek thou thy Love at homd, 


d 


at E PIG. 17, 


What loſt thy love ? will neither bed nor board 
or bim 2 Not by tears to be implor'd ? 

\ s the Ship that mores, and not the Coaſt; 
ear, | tear, my ſoul, *tis thou art loſt. 


Saw yee him whom my Soule oocth* Itma;, 
but 2 Iitle that T paſred from th:m bat Iferd 
Him. mom my. {pul Joveth, 1r1d Him and 

"00 not [tt Nim got. Cant: 3-4. 191; 


» Book h Fob lemer. 


X11. 
CANTICLES 3. 3. 


Have you ſeen him whom my ſoul loveth © 
When I bad paſt a little from them, then / 
found him, 1 took bold on him, & left him not, 


I 


Hat ſecret corner 2 What unwonted way 
Has ſcap'd the ranſack of my rambling thought ? 
The Fox by night, nor the dull Owl by day, 
Hare never ſearch'd thoſe places | haye fought, 
Whilit thy lamented abſence taught my breaſt 
The ready road to griet, without requelt 3 
My day had neither comfort, nor my night had reſt. 


2 
How hath my unregarde:lJanguage vented 
The ſad tantologies of laviſh paſſion 3 _ 
How often have I languiſt?d unlamented ! 
Hoy oft have I complain*d without compaſſion ! 
I ask*d the Citie watch, but ſome deny'd me 
The common ſtreet, whilſt others would miſguide me, 
Some would debar me 3 ſome, divert me ; ſome, deride me, 


3 

Mark how the widow'd Turtle, having loſt 

The faithful partner of her loyal heart, 
Stretches her feeble wings from coalt to coaſt, 

Haunts ey*ry path ; thinks ey'ry ſhade doth part 

Her abſent Love, and her; at length unſped, 
. Shere-betakes her to her lonely bed, 
And there bewails her ereclaſtin g widow-head. 
Ig 


_ 
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4 


So when my ſoul had progreſt ey'ry place, 
That love and dear affeQion could contriye, 
I threw me on my couch, 1eſoly*d t embrace 
A death for him, in whom1 ceas'd to live: 
But there injurious Hymen did preſent 
His landskip joyes ; my pickled eyes did vent 
Full ſtreams of briny tears, tears never tobe ſpear. 


3 


Whilſt thus my ſorrow-waſting ſoul was feeding 
Upon the rad*call humour of her thought, 
Ev'n whilſt mine eyes were blind, and heart was bleedin 
He that was ſought, unfound, was found unſoughi, 
As if the Sun ſhould dart his orbe of light 
Into the ſecrets of the black-brow?d night : 
Ev'n ſo appear'd my Love, my ſole, my ſouls delight, 


6 


O how mine eyes now raviſhd? at the ſight 
Of my bright Sun ſhot flanies of equal fire ! 
Ah! bow my ſoul diffely'd with oy*r-delight, 
To re-enjoy the Crown of chaſt deſire ! 
How (ovfrei gn joy depos'd and diſpoſſeſt 
Rebellious grief ! And how my raviſh'd breaſt— 
But who can prels thoſe heights, that cannot be expreſt ? 


s 

O how theſe arms, theſe greedy arms did twine, 

And ſtrongly twiſt about his yielding waſt ! 
The ſappy branches of the Theſpian Vine 

Ner'r cling'd their leſs beloved Elm ſo faſt ; 

Boaſt not thy flames, blind boy, nor feather*d ſhot ; 
_ LerHymenseaſie ſnarlesbe quite forgot : 

Time cannot quench our fires, nor death difſolye our knot. 


ORIG, 


Book h, 


Bok Fa Emblemezs, "_ 33 


ORIG, Hom, 16, in diverſ. 


0 moſt holy Lord, and ſweeteſt Mafter, how good art thou t0 
thoſe that are of upright heart, and humble ſpirit ! © how bleſſed 
at they that ſeek thee with « ſimple heart | How happy that truſt 
in thee ' It is a moſt certain truth, that thou loveſt all that love 
thee, and newer forſakeſt thoſe that truſt in thee : Foy behold thy 
Live ſimply ſonght thee, and undoubtedly found thee : She truſt- 
einthee, and 55 not forſaken of thee, but hath obtained more by 
thee, then ſhe expeFed from thee. 


BEDA meap. 3. Cant. 


The longer 1 was in finding whom 1 ſought, the more earneſily 
1 held bim being found: 


E PIG. 12, 
What ? found him out ? let ſtrong embraces binde hini 
Hell flie perchance where tears can never finde him. 
New ſinnes will loſe what old repentance gains j 
Wiſedom hot onely pets, but got retains, 
. 5 


Emblemes. Book 2 


XIII. 


ur good 7 me to draw Wears to #L ore 
\. + have put my trurtm f Lord God. 


wat Trap «af vii 
: - / 
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X1IL 


PSALM 72. 28. 


Itis good for me to draw near to God ; I have 
put my truſt in the Lord God. 


Here is that Good, which wiſe-men pleaſe to call 
The chieteſt > Doth there any ſuch befall 
vithin mans reach ? Or is there ſuch a Good at all? 


If ſuch there be, it neither muſt expire, 
Nor change ; thenwhich there can be nothing higher 2 
Fuch Good muſt be the utter point of mans defarts 


It is the Mark, to which all hearts muſt tend 3 
Can be deſired for no other end, 
Then for it ſelf, cn which all other goods depend, 


What may this Excellent be > doth it ſubſiſt 
A real Eſſence, clouded in the midſt 
Ofcurious Art, or clear to ev'ry eye that liſt ? 


Anedye, and keep the praftick ſoul in ure, 
Like that dear Chymick duſt, or puzzling Quadrature'? 


Where ſhall I ſeek this > Where ſhall 1 finde 
This Cath'lick pleaſure, whoſe extremes may binde 
thoughts, and fill the gulf of my inſatiate minde ? 


; Oris't a tart Tdea, to procure 


Des it in Treaſure > 1n full heaps untold ? 

—Doth gowty Aammons g1iping hand infold 
Tb fecter Saint in ſacred ſhrines of ſov'reign gold ? \4 
1 Q 3 No. | 


'W 


-a33 Emblemes. Baok 4. 


Nozno; ſhelies not there; wealth often ſowrs 
In keeping ; makes us hers, in ſeeming ours ; 
She ſlides from Heay*n indeed; but not in Danae's ſhowrs, 


Lives ſhe in honour ? no. The royal Crown 
Builds up a creature, and then batters down : 
Kings raiſe thee with a ſmile, and raze thee with a frown. 


In pleaſure? no. Pleaſure begins 1n rage 3 
Att thetools part on earths uncertain ſtage 3 
Begins the Play in youth, and Epilogues in age. 


Theſe, the'e are baſtard- you : thebeſt of theſe 
Torment the ſoul with plealing ir,. and pleaſe, Lin 
Like water gulp'd in fevers, with deceitful caſe. 


Earths _—_ dainties are but ſweet diſtreſſes : 
Mole- hills perform the mountains ſhe proſeſles ; 
Alas, can earth confer more good then earth poſſeſſes ? 


Mount, mount my ſoul, and let thy thoughts caſhier 
Earths vain delights, and make their full catier 
At Heav'ns eternal joyes ; ſtop, ſtop thy Courſer there. 


"There ſhall thy ſoul poſſeſs uncareful treaſure; 
There ſhalt thou ſwim in never-fading pleaſure; 
And blaze in honour farre above the frowns of Ceſar. 


Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall 
On thee, the chiefeſt Good, noneed to call 
For earths infertour traſh ; Thou, thou art All in All. 


S. AUG 


» nd 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap. 13. 

1 follow this thing : I purſue that : but —_ with nothing. 
But when 1 found thee, who art that immutable, individed, and 
mely good, in my ſelf, what 1 obtained, 1 wanted not ; for what 
Iebtaned not, 7 rieved not; with what 1 was poſſe, my whole 
| bg COT 


Iv. Ser. 9. ſupgbeati quiſhabent, &c. 
werit 5 let bins Brag of the hurthen of the 
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E PIG. 13, 


Let Boreas blaſts, and Nepraunes waves be joyn'd, 
Thy Bolus commands the waves, the winde: 
not the rocks or worlds imperious waves - 


Thou climbſt a rock (my ſoul) a rock that ſayes. 
Q 4 


Emblemes. 


Book 4. Emblemes, 241 


XIV. 


CANTICLES 2: 3; 


I fat under his ſhadow with great delight, and 
bur fruit was [weet to mytaſt, ; 


I 


19 how the ſheep, whoſe rambling eps do ſtray 
From the ſafe bleſſing of her Shepherds eyes, » -. | 
Etfoon becomes the unproteRed prey 
To the wing*d ſquadron of beleapring flies ;- . 
Where ſweltred with the ſcorching beams of day, 
She frisks from buſh to brake, and wildly flies. 
\*From her own ſelf, ev'n of her ſelf afraid; 
She ſhrowds her troubled brows in ev'ry glade, 
And crayes the mercy of the ſoft mchoviaghualer 1/200. 
; 
DT” 
Eyn ſo my wand'ring Soul, that hath digre(t © 
From her great Shepherd, is the hourely prey / + »'l 
Of all my fins. Theſe yultures in my breaſt + ' -*] 
Gnpe my Promethean heart both night and day 
q | hunt from place to place, but fnde noreſt5 © | 
I know not where to goy nor where to ſtay : 
,.-. Theeyeof vengeance burns, her flames invade 
1 My ſwelt'ring ſoul : My foul hath oft aflaid, 
A -/ Yue ſhe can finde no ſkrowd, but ſhe can feel no ſhade, 
4 {8 


242 Emblemes. Book 4, 


3 


I ſought the ſhades of Mirth, to wear away 
My flow-pac?*d hours of ſoul conſuming prief ; 
I ſearch'd the ſhades of ſleep, to eaſe my day 
Of griping ſorrows with a _ repriefe ; 
I ſought the ſhades of death 3 . thought there t' allay 
My final torments with a full reliet : 
But mirth, nor ſleep, nor death can hidemy hours 
In the falſe ſhades of their deceitful bowrs ; 
The firſt diſtraRts, the next diſturbs, the laſt deyours. 


4 


Where ſhall T turn ? To whom ſhall I apply me 2 
Are there no ftreams where a faint ſoul may wade 3 
Thy God-head, Js us, are the flams that fry me ; 
Hath thy All-glorious Deity never a ſhade, 
Where I may fat and vengeance never eye me, 
Where I might ſit refreſh'd or unaffraid ? 
Is there no comfort-? Is there no refeRion ? 
Is there no cover that will give prote&ion 
T* a fainting ſoul, the ſubjeR ot thy wraths reflexion ? 


J 


Look ups»my ſoul, advance the lowly ſtature _ 
Of thy ſad thqughts ; advance thy humble eye : 
See, here's a ſhadow found : The humane nature 
Is made th' Umbella to the Deity, 
To catch the Sun-Beams of thy juſt Creatour; 
Beneath this covert thou maylt ſafely lie : 
Permit thine eyes to climbe this fruitfull tree, 
Asquick-Zachexzs did, and thou ſhalt ſee 
A cloud of dying fleſh betwixt thoſe beams and thee, 


GUILT 


Book A Emblemes, 24 3 


G UILL: incap, 3. Cant. 


ho cen indure the fierce rayes of the Sun of Tuſtice? Who 
uot be conſumed by his beams > Therefore the Sun of 7u» 
fice t00k fleſh,that through the conjunfion of that Sun and this hus 


nare body a ſhadow may be made. 
S. AUGUST. Med, cap, 37. 


Lord, let my ſoul flee from the ſcorehing thoughts of the world 
ander the covert of thy wings, that being refreſhed by the mode. 
reion of thy ſhadow, ſhe may ſing merrily, In peace will I lay me 
down and reſt, 


E PIG. 14, 


Aby treach'rous ſou), would not thy pleaſures give 
That Lord which made thee living leave to live? 

fee what thy ſinnes have done: thy finnes have made 
The Sun of Glory now become thy ſhade, 
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PSALM. 137. 4+ 


am ſball we fing a ſong of the Lord m a 
frange land f 


Regemeno more: this airy mirth belongs 
To better times ; theſe times are not for ſongs. ON 
ke prightly twang of the melodious Lute | 
tees not with my voice; and both unſute 
untun'd fortunes : the affe&ed meaſure 
} ſtrains that are conſtrain'd afford no pleaſure, 
ick*s the Child of mirth ; where griefs afſail 
le troubled ſoul, both voice and fingers fail: 


tſuch as rave heir Javiſh dayes 
bonourable at can raiſe 
kefted hearts, onjure up a ſp*cit 


madneſs by the Magick of delight 5 
thoſe of Cupids hoſpital, that lie 
atient Patients to a ſmiling eye, 
cannot reſt, until vain hope beguile 
ſeirflatter'd torments with a wanton ſmile ; 
thch redeem their\peace, and ſalve the wrongs 
toward Fortune withtheir frolick ſongs : 
prief, my grief *%$ too great for ſmiling eyes 
Peure, or counter-charmes to exorcize. 
ayens diſmal croaks , the midnight howls 
pty Wolves mixt with the ſereech of Owls g 
"Flite fad knolls' of a dull paſſing Bell 
the loud language of a nightly kne!l, 


And 


+ 
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£46 Emblems, 
And horrid out-cries of revenged crimes, 
Joyn'd in a medley 's mulick tortheſe times; 
Theſe are no times to touch the merry ſtring 
Of Orphers 3 noy theſe are no times to ling. 
Can bide-bound Pris*ners, that have ſpear their ſouls 
And famiſh'd bodies it the noyfome holes 
Of hell-black dungeons, apt their rougher throats , 
Grown hoarſe with beggingalms, to warble notes 2 
Can the ſad Pilgrim, thathath loſthis way 
In the valt deſart ; there concemn'd a prey 
To the wild ſubje&, or his ſavage King, 
Rovze up his palſey ſmitten ſp*ries, and ſing 2 
Can I a Pilgrim, and a Pris'nertoo, 
( Alas) wliere I am neither known, nor know 
Ought bur my torments, an unranſom'd'ſtranger 
In this ſtrange climate, ina land of danger ? 

. O, can my voice be pleaſant, or my hand, 


Thus made Pris'ner to a foreign land E 
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Thar cannot ſpeak tor ſobsz nor fing for tears ? 
Ah, if my voice could, Orpheasslike, w 
My poor Eurydice, my ſoul, from hell 7 
Of earths miſcon(tru'd Heayen, O then my breaſt 
Should watble airs, whoſe rkaþſodies ſhould feaſt 
The ears of Seraphims, and entertain | 
Heav'ns higheſt Deity with their lofty ſtrain, 

A ſtrain well drench'd in the true Theſpian Well, 
Till then, earths Semiquayer, mirth, fazewell. 


How can my muſick relith in your ears, 
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S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 33. 


0infinitely happy are thoſe Heavenly virtues which are able to 

iſe thee in holineſs and puritie, with exceſiive ſweetneſs and 
nutierable exultation | From thence they praiſe thee, from 
pence they rejoyce, becauſe they continually ſee for what they re- 
jyct> for what they praiſe thee: But we preſt down with this 
lnthen of fleſÞ;farie removed from thy countenance inthjs pilgri- 
wee, and blown up with worldly vanities, cannot worthily praiſe 
ſee : We praiſe thee by faith 3 not face to face : but thoſe An« 
licdl ſpirizs preiſe thee face io face, and not by fauth, 


"2p SFE1 G. 15. 
4Þ*l refuſe to ſing > ſaid I theſe times 
{ not tor ſongs > nor mulick for theſe climes ] 


Smyerrour ; arenot groancs and tears 
*00010us raptures in th? Almightie's cars? 
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THE FIFTH BOOK: 


I, 


CANTICLES:-F. 8. 


| charge you, 0 dauphters of Feruſalem , if 
you finde my beloved, that you tell himthat 
I am fich of love, 


1 


far holy Virgins, that ſo ofc ſurround 

The cities Saphire walls, whoſe ſnowy feet 
Meaſure the peagly paths of ſacred ground | 

And trace the new Jerus'lems ]aſper (treet 3. 
Ab, you whoſe care-forſaken hearts are crown'd 

With your beſt wiſhes ; that enjoy the ſweet 

Ot all your hopes; lf Ore you chance to ſpie 

| Myabſent Love, O tell him that Llie 
beep wounded with the flames that furnac'd from his eye 


2 


(arge you, Virgins,-as you hope to hear 
The heay'nly mufick of your Lovers voice ; 
[charge you by the ſolemn faith you bear 
Toplighted yows, and to that loyal choice 
Ofyour affeRions, or, if ought more dear 
Yabold; by Hymen, by your marriage joyes, 
I charge you tell him, that a flaming dart, 
Shot from his eye hath pierc'd my bleeding heart; 
lam ſick of Joye, and languiſh in wy ſmart, $: 
R 


% 
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3 | 
Tell him, O tell him, how my panting breaſt ſh 
Is ſcorch*d with flames, and how my ſoul is pin'd ; " 


Tell him, O tell him, how I lie oppreſt 
With the full torments ot a troubled minde 
O tell him, tell him, thar he loves 1n jeſt, 
But I in earneſt z/ tell him hes unkind : 
But if a diſcontented frown appears 
Upon bis angry brow, accolt his cars 
With ſott and jewer words, and a the reſt in tears. 


4. 


O tell him, that his cruelties deprive 

My ſoul of peace, while peace in vain ſhe ſeeks ; 
Tell him thoſe damask roſes, that did (triye 

With white, both fade, upon my fallow cheeks 5 
Tell him, no token doth proclaim [I live, 

But tears, and ſighs, and ſobs, and ſudden ſhricks ; 

Thus if your piercing words ſhould chance to bore 
' His hearkning ear, and move a ſigh, give ore 

To ſpeak ; and tell him--Tell him, that I could no more. 


3 


If your elegious breath ſhould hap to rouze 
A happy tear, cloſe harb':ing in his eye, 
Thea urge his plighted faith, the ſacred yows, 
Which neither | can break, nor he deny ; 

Bewail the torments of his loyal ſpouſe, 

That for his ſake would make a ſport to dies 
O bletled Virgins, how my paſſion tires 
Beneath the burthen of her tond delires ! 

Heay'n never ſhot ſuch flames, earth never felt ſuch fires ! 


S.. AUG, 
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S. AUGUST. Med, cap: 40, 


What ſhall 1 ſay > What ſhall I do > Whither ſhall 1 go > where 
L1 ſeek him ? Or when ſhall I finde him ? Whom ſhall 1 ask ? 
who will tell my beloved that I am ſickof Lowe? 


GULIEL. in cap, 5. Cant. 


I live, but notTI : it is my beloved that liveth in me : I love ' 
my ſelf, not with my own love, but with the love of my beloved 
that loveth me 3 I love not my ſelf in my ſelf, bus my ſelf in 
him, and him in me. 


VP 


EPIG. 1, 


Grieve ot (my ſoul) nor let thy love wax fajat, 
Weep'it thou to loſe the cauſe of thy complaint ? 

Hell come ; Love ne*r was bound to times norlaws ? 
Till then thy tears complain without a cauſe, 

R 2 
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zforTom fick of loue Cant: 2 
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Book F. Fnblenier, 


II, 


CANTICLES 2, 5. 


| Stay me with flowers, and comfort me with ap- 
ples, for 1 am fick with love, 


I 


Tyrant love ! how doth thy ſov*reign pow'r 
0; Subje@ poor ſouls to thy imperious thrall ! 
They ſay, thy cup*s compos'd of ſweet and ſower ; 
They ſay, thy diet's honey mixt with gall ; 
How comes it then to paſs, theſe lips of our 
Still trade in bitter ; taſt no ſweet at all ? 
O tyrafit love ! Shall our perpetual toil 
Ne'r finde a Sabbath to refreſh a while 
Our drooping ſouls ? Act thou all frowns, and ne'r a ſmule> 


\ 
2 


You bleſſed Maids of honour that frequent 
The royal courts of our renown'd Jehove, '- 
With flow'rs reſtore my ſpirits faint and ſpent ; 
Oletch me apples from Loves fruitful prove, 
To cool my palate, and renew my ſent, 
For IT am ſick, for 1 am ſick of love: 
Theſe will revive my dry, my waſted pow'rs, 
And they will ſweeten my unſav'ry hours 3 
Refreſh me then with fruit, and comfort me with flow'rs. 
R 3 O 
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3 


O bring me apples to aſſwage that fire, 
Which Ztna-like inflames my flaming breaſt ; 
Nor is1t every apple 1 delire, 
Nor that which pleaſes eyery palate beſt : 
"Tis not the laſting Dewzan I requite, .. 
Nor yet the red-cheek'd Queening I requeſt ; 
Nor that which firſt beſhrew'd the name of wiſe, 
Nor that whoſe beauty caus'd the golden ſtrife ; 
No, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life. 


4 32. 
Virgins, tuck up your liIken laps, and fill ye 
With the fair wealth of Floya*s Magazine 3 4 


The purple violet and the pale-fac'd lilly ; 
The pancy and the organ colombine; | 
The flowring thyme, the guilt-bowll daffadilly ; 
The lowly pink, the lotty eglantine : 
The bluſhing roſe, the queen of flowers, and beſt 
Ot Flora*s beauty ; but above the reſt, | 
Let Feſies ſorereign flower perfume my qualming breaſt, | 


5 


Haſte, Virgins, haſte, for I lie weak and faint, | 
Beneath the pangs of love ; why ſtand ye mute) 
As if your ſilence'nelther car'd to grant ; 
Nor yet your language to deny my ſuit ? 
No key can lock the doore of my complaint, 
Until I ſnzell this flower, or taſt that fruit; 
Go, Virgins, ſeek this tree, and ſearch that bow? 3 
O, how my ſoul ſhall bleſs that bappy hour, | 
That brings to me ſuch fruit, that brings me ſuch a flower, 


G1ISTEN. 


Fa mblemes. 


GISTEN. incap.2. Cant, Expo. 3: 


0 happy ſickneſs, where the*infirmity i not to death, but to 
life, that God may be glorified by it ! © happy fever. that pro- 
etedeth not from a conſuming, but a calcining fire ! O happy dis 
temper, wherein the ſoul reliſheth no earthly things,but onely ſa* 
voureth dro ine nouriſhment ! 


253 


S. BERN. Serm. 51, in Cant. 


BY flowers underſtand faith ; by fruit, good works : As the 
fwer or bloſcome ts before the frutt, ſo is faith before good work 
So or 4 the fruit without the flower, nor good works without 


E PIG. 2. 


Why apples, O my ſeul ? Can they remove \ 
The pangs of griet, or eaſe the flames of loye ? 
It was that fruit which gave the firſt offence; 
That ſent bim bither 3 that remor'd him hence. 
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III, 
CANTICLES 2. 16, 


My beloved 1s mine, and 1 am his 5 He feedeth 
among the lillies, 


I 


Vnlike two little bank-dividing brooks, 
k That waſh the pebbles with their wanton ſtreams, 
ind having rang'd and ſearch*d a thouſand nooks, 
Meet both atlength in filyer-breaſted Thames, 
Where in a greater current they conjoyn : 
' [my beſt-beloyeds am ? ſo he is mine. 


2 


linſowemet; and after long purſuit, 
Ern ſo we joyn'd ; we both became entire; 
Noneed for either to renew a ſuit, 
For TI was flax and he was flames of fire : 
Our firm united ſouls did more then twine 3 
my beſt-beloyeds am; ſo he is mine, 


3 


[all thoſe litPring Monarchs that command 
The ſervile quarters of this earthly ball, 
ould tender, in exchange, their ſhares of land, 
I would not change my fortunes for them all : 
Their wealth is but a counter tomy coin ; 
tieworld's hut theirs ; but my beloved's mine; 


Emblems. 


4 


Nay more 3 if the fair Theſpian Ladies all 
Should heap together their divine: treaſure: 
That treaſure ſhould be deem'd a price too ſmall 
To buy a minutes leaſe of half my -leaſure 
*Tjs not the ſacred wealth of all the nine 
Can buy my heart from him, or his, from being mine, 


5 


Nor Time, nor Place, nor Chance, nor Death can bow 
My leatt deſires unto the leaſt remove; 
He”s firmly mine by oath ; | his by yow ; 
He's mine by faith 3 and I am his by lore; 
He*s mine by water; 1 am his by wine ; 
Thus I my beſt-beloyeds am ; thus he 15 mine, 


6 


He is my Altar ; I, his holy Place ; 
I am his guelt; and he, my living food ; 
Fm his by penitence; he mine by grace ; 
Pm his by purchaſe ; he is mine by bloud ; 
He*s my ſupporting elm ; and I his vine; 
Thus I my beſt-beloveds am ; thus he is mine. 


7 


He gives me wealth, 1 give him all my vows : 
I give bim ſongs ; he gives me length of dayes : 
With wreaths of grace he crowns my conquring brows: 
And | bis Temples with a crown of Praiſe, 
Which he accepts as an ey? rlaſting ſigne, 
That I my beſt beloyeds am ; that he is mine: 
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S. AUGUST. Manu. cap. 24. 


0wy ſoul ſtampt with the image of thy 60d, love him of 
thou art fo much beloved : bend 10 him that boweth to thee, 

{ him that ſeeketh thee ; Love thy lover, by whoſe love thou 
ſethrevented, being the cauſe of thy love : Be careful with theſe 

ke are careful, want with thoſe that want ; be clean with the 

te, ard holy with the holy: chooſe this friend above all friends, 
jwhen «ll are taken away remaineth onely faithful to thee : 

} nbedeyof thy burial, when all leave thee, be will not deceive 
but defend thee from the roaring Lions prepared for their 


EPIG. 3. 


Hymen, to my ſoul : What ? loſt and found » 
om'd, eſpous'd, enjoy'd ſo ſoon, and crown'd ! 

te did but climbe the Croſs, and then came down 
loth' gates of hell; triumph'd, and ferch'd a Crown; 


> 
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ok 5, Emblemes. 
IV. 


CAMTICLES 7. 10, 


'1 


ke to the Artick needle, that doth guide 
The wand'ring ſhade by his magnetick pow'r, 

kares his {i]ken Gnomon to decide 
Thequeſtion of the controverted hour, 
tfranticks up and down, from {ide to fide 

And reſtleſs beats his cryſtal'd Iy'ry caſe, 

Vith vain impatience z jets from place to place, 
ſeeks the boſome of his trozen bride, 

Atlength be ſlacks his motion, and doth reſt 
trembling point at lus bright Poles beloved bref. 


2 


lo my ſoul, being hurried here and there, 
lye®ry objeR that preſents delight, 
yould be ſettled, but the knows not where 3 
Nelikes at morning what ſhe loaths at night ? 
$to honour ; then ſhe lends an care 
Tothat ſweet ſwan-like voice of dying pleaſure, 
Then tumbles in the ſcatter'd heaps of treaſure 5 
flatter'd with falſe hope ; now foyl'd with fear : 
Thus finding all the worlds delights to be 
toyes, good God, ſhe points alone to thee, 


Jun my Belovedr, and bis deſire is tawards 


26x 


Bur 
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But hath the virtued Neel a power to move? 
Or can the untouch?d needle point aright ; 
Or can my wandring thoughts forbear to rove, 
Unguided by the virtve of thy ſp'rit ? 
O hath my leaden ſoul the art t? improve 
Her waſted talent, and unrais'd, aſpue 
In this fad mouhling time of her deſire ? | 
Not firſt belov*d have I the power to love ? | 
E cannot ſtirre, but as thou pleaſe to move me, 
Nor can my heart return thee loye, untill thou loye me, | 


4 


The ſtill Commandreſs of the filent night 
Borrows her beams from her bright brothers eye; | 
His fair aſpe& fills her ſharp hornes with light, 
If he withdraw, her flames are quench*d and die : 
Even ſo the beams of her enlzghtning ſp*rit 
Infus?d and ſhot into my dark defire, 
Inflame my thoughts and fill my ſoul with fire, 
That I am raviſh*d with a new delight ; 
But if thou ſhroud thy face, my glory fades, 
And] remain a Nothing, all compos*d of ſhades. 


5 


Eternal God ! O thou-that onely art 
- * Theſacred Fountain of eternal light, 
And blefled Load-ſtone of my better part, 
O thou my hearts deſire, my ſouls delight, 
Refle& upon my ſoul, and rouch my keart, 
And then my heart ſhall prize no good above thee; 
And then my ſoul ſhall know thee;knowing, loyetl 
And then my trembling thoughts ſhall never ſtart 
From thy commands, or ſwerve the lealt degrety -[nd; 
Or once preſume to move, but as they moye in thee. | hh, 
S. AUGUF 
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S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 25. 


If Man can love man with ſo entire affeftion, that the one cax 

brook the others abſence? if a bride can be joyned to her 

m with ſo great an ardency of minde, that for the extre- 

| Five ſhe can enjoy no "oo not ſuffering his abſence with= 

anxiety, with what affetion, with what fervency ought 

whom thou haſt eſpouſed by faith and compaſiian, to love 
"Yet ber tre God and glorious bride-groom ? 


Ly 


Few EPIG. 4. 


lyſoul, thy love is dear : * Twas thought a good 

eſe pen*worth of thy Saviours bloud : 

Pitbenot proud 3 All matters rightly ſcann*d, 
nas orer-bought; *Twas ſold at ſecond hand, 
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CANTICLES.S$. 6, 


M 'ySoul melted whil my Beloved 
ſpake. 


Ord, has the fecdle voice of fleſh and bloud 
The pow?r to work thinecars into a floud 
0f melted mercy ? or the ſtrength © unlock 
The gates of Heav'n, and to diflolye a rock 
Ofmarble clouds into a morning ſhow'r ? 
Orhath the breath of whining dot the pow'r 
Toſtop, or ſnatch —_ thunder- bolt 
from thy fierce hand, and make thy hand revolc 
from reſolute confuſion, and in ſtead 
Ofrials pour full bleſſings on our head ? 
Orſhall the wants of famiſh'd ravens cry, 
Andmore thy mereg to a quick ſapyly ? 
Orſhall the lent ſuits of drooping flow?rs 
Voothee for drops, and be refreſh'd with ſhow'rs ? 
Alas, what marvel then, great God, what wonder 
thy bell-rouzing voice, that ſplirs in ſunder 
Tiebrazen portalls of eternal death ; 
Wiat wonder if that life-reſtoring breath 
Wackdragg'd me from th* infernal ſhades of night, 
Tould meic my raviſh*d ſoul with ore-delight ? 
0can my frozen gutters chooſe but run, 
'(eel the warmth of ſuch a glorious Sun ? 
Me thinks bis language, like a | aura arrow, 


pierce my bones, and melts their wounded marrow, 


ace 
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Thy flames, O Cupid (though the joyful heart 


Feels neither tang of grief, nor fears the ſmart 

Of jealous doubts, but drunk with full deſires) 
Are torments, weigh*d with theſe celeſtial fires ; 
Pleaſures that raviſh in ſo high a meaſure, 

That O Ilanguiſh in excels of pleaſure ; 

What raviſh*d heart, that feels theſe melting joyes, 
Would not deſpiſe and loath the treach'rous toyes 
Of dunghill-earth > What ſoul would not be proud 
Of wry-mouth'd ſcorns, the worſt that fleſh and bloud 
Had rancor to deviſe > Who would not bear 

The worlds derilion with a thank(ul ear ? 

What palat would refuſe full bowls of ſpight, 

To gain aminutes taft of ſuch delight ? 

Great ſpring of light in whom there is no ſhade 

But what my interpoſed fins have made, 

Whoſe marrow-melting fires admit no ſcreen 

But what my own rebellions put between 

Their precious flames and my obdurate ear ? 
Diſperſe theſe plague- diſtilling clouds, and clear 
My mungy ſoul into a glorious day ; 

Tranſplant this ſcreen, remove this barre away 
Then, then my fluent ſoul ſhall feel the fires 

Of thy ſweet voice, and my difſoly'd delires 

Shall turn a ſoy'reign balſame, to make whole 
Thoſe wounds my (ins inflited on thy ſoul, 


thi 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. cap. 34. 


What fire it this that ſo warmeth my heart | what light i this 
that ſo enlightneth my ſoul ! © fire, that alwaies burneth, and ne- 
ver goeft out, Kindle me : O light, which ever ſhineſt, and art 
wer darkned, illuminate me : O that | had my heat from thee, 
wo boly fire ! How ſweetly doſt thou burn'!” How ſecretly deſt 
thou ſhine 1 How deſiderably doſt thay inflame me | 


d BONAVENT. Stim. amoris cap. 8. 


It maketh God man, and man God ; things temporal , eter 
yd ; mortal, immortal ; it maketh an enenry a friend ; a ſer- 
vant, « ſon 5 wile things, glorious; cold hearts fiery , and hard 
things liquid. 
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61 EPIG..s. 

My ſoul, thy gold is true, but full ef drois ; 

Thy Sarzours breath refines thee with ſome loſs : 
His gentle furnace m3kes thee pure as true ; 


- wi be melted ere th' art caſt anew, 
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VI, 


PSALM. 473 25» 


Fhom bave 1 in Heaven but thee * and what 
.deffre 1 on earth inreſpe# of thee ? 


Jo (and have ſome cauſe tolove) the earth: | 
She is my Makers creature ; therefore good : 
She is my Mother, for ſhe gave me birth; 
She 1s my tender Nurſe ; he gives me food : 
But what's a Creature, Lord, aompar'd with thee ? 
Or what*s my Mother, or my Nurſe to me ? 


2 


Tlorethe Aire : her dainty ſweets refreſh 
My drooping ſoul, and to new ſweets invite me; 
Her ſhrill-mouth'd quire ſuſtain me with their fleſh, 
And with their Polyphonian notes delight me - 

But whats the Aire or all the ſweets that ſhe 

Can bleſs my ſoul withall, compar'd to thee ? 


3 


Ilore the Sea: She is my fellow creature 5 
My careful pur .eyor ; ſhe provides me ſtore ? 
She walls r:1c :0und ; ſhe makes my diet greatr 5 
She wafts my treaſure from a foreign ſhore * 
But I.ord of Oceans, when compar'd with thee, 
What is the Ocean, or her wealth to me, 


S 3 To 


| SIE Sk» DB 
To beav'ns high citie I dire& ny journey, 
Whoſe ſpangled ſuburbs entertain mine eye 3 
Mine eye, by contemplations preat atrurney , 
Tranſcends the cryſtal payement of the $kie : 
But what is Heay*n, great God, compar'd to thee} 
Without thy preſence Heav'n 's no Heav*n to me. 


Without thy preſence Earth gives no refeCtion ? 

' Without thy preſence Sea aftords no treaſure ? 
Without thy preſence Air's a rank infe&tion ; 
Without thy preſence Heay?*n it ſelf 's no pleaſure : 

I*not polleſs?d,it not enjoy'd in thee, 
What 's Earth, or Sea, or Air, or Heav'n to me? 
| 6 

The higheſt Honours that the world can boaſt, 

Are ſubjeRts farre too low for my defire; 

The brighteft beams of glory are (at moſt) 

But dymy ſparkles of thy living fre: 

 Theproudeſt flames that earth can kindle, be 
But nightly Glow-worms, if compar'd to thee, 


"th 


$- Without thy preſence, wealth are bags of cares ; 
a | Wiſdome, butfolly; Joy, diſquiet ſadneſs; 
' Friendſhip is treaſon, and Delights are ſnares ; 
Pleaſures butÞain,/ and Mirth but pleafing madneſs : 
Without thee, Lord, things be not what they be, 
Nor haye they being, when compar'd with thee. 


: 
- 


Jn having all things, and not thee, what have I ? 
Not having thee, what have my Jabours got ?' 
Let me enoy but thee, what farther crave l 2? 
And having thee alone, what hare I not? 
I w#h nor Sea, nor Land; nor would I be 
Paſſeit of Heay?n, Heay*n unpoſſeſt of thee. 
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BONAVENT. Soliloqu. Cap. 1. 


| Alas, my God, now I underſtand (but bluſh ro confeſs) that 
he beautie of thy Creatures bath deceived mine eyes, and I have 
wt obſerved that thou art more amiable then all thy Creatures 5 
which thon haſt communicated but one drop of thy ineſtimable 
leeutie ; For who hath adorned the Heayens with flarres > Who 
hab fored the atr with fowl, the waters with fiſh, the earth with 
plus and flowers? But what are all theſe but a ſmal{ ſparkof 


Divine beauty. 


S. CHRYS. Hom. xs. in Ep. ad Rom. 


In heving nothing I have all things, becauſe 1 have Chriſt; Ha- 
ving therefore all things in him 1 ſeek no other reward, for he #s 
the xxiverſel reward. 


EPIG. 6. 
Who would not throw his better thoughts about him, 
And ſcorn this droſs within him z that without him ? 
Caſt up (my ſoul) thy clearer eye ; Behold, 
It thou be fully melted, there's the mold. 
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VII. 


PSALM 120. F- 


Wotis to me, that Iremainin Meſhech, and 
dwell in the tents of Keaar L 


$Natures courſe didoly*d ? doth Times glaſs ſtand ? 
Þ. hath ſome frolick heart ſet back the hand 
Of Fates perpetual Clock ? wilPt never ſtrike ? 
|s crazy Time grown lazy, faint or ſick 
| With very Age ? or hath that great Pair-royal 
Of Adamantine ſiſters late made trial 
Of ſome new trade ? ſhall mortal hearts grow old 
Inſorrow ? ſhall my weary arms infold, 
And underprop my partting f{1des for ever ? 
Is there no charitable hand-will ſever 
My well-fpun thred, that my impriſon'd ſoul 
May be deliver'd from this dull dark bole 
Ot dungeon fleſh >' O ſhall I, ſhall I never 
beranſom'd, but remain a ſlave for ever 2 
Itis the Iot of man but once to die, | 
But efe that death,how many deaths have I ? 
What humane madneſs makes the world afraid 
Toentertain heavens joy, becauſe convey*d 
$yth' hand of death ? will nakedneſs refuſe 
Rich change of robes, becauſe the man's not ſgruſe 
That brought them 2 or will povertie ſend back 
Fullbags of gold, becauſe the bringer 's black ? 
Lifeis a bubble, blown with whining breaths, 
fkd with the torment of a thouſand deaths : 


ey 
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© which being prick'd by death (while death deprives 
One life) preſents the ſoul a thouſand lives : 

O frantick morcall, how hath earth bewitch'd 
Thy Bedlam foul, which hath ſo fondly pitch?d 
Upon her falſe delights ! Delights thar ceaſe 
Before enjoyment finds a time to pleaſe : 
Her fickle joyes breed doubttfull tears ; her fears 
Bring hopetul griefs ; her griefs weep fearful tears! 
Tears coyn deceitful hopes ; hopes careful doubt, 
And ſurly paflion juitles paſſion out: 
To day we pamper with a full repaſt 
Of laviſh micth ; at night we weep as faſt : 
Tonight we ſwim in wealth, and lend ; to morrow, 
Welink in want, and finde no friend to borrow, 
In what a climate doth my ſoul reſide ! 
Where pale-fac'd murther, the firſt born of pride, 
Sets up her kingdome in the very ſmiles, 
'' And plighted faiths of men like Crocodiles ; 
A land,where each embroyd'red ſattin word 
Is lin'd with fraud 5 where Mars his lawleſs ſwerd 
Exiles Aſftr£2*s balance 3 where that hand 
Now layes his brother, that new ſow?d his land ; 
O that my dayes of bondage would expire 
Jn this lewd ſoyl ! Lord, how my ſouls en fire 
To be difſoly'd, that I might once obtain 
Theſe long'd for joyes, long'd for ſo oft in vain ! 
If Moſes-like | may not live poſſeſt 
Of this fair land; Lord, let me fee't at leaſt, 


Ss. AUGUST, Þ 


IS” 


F, "0K F. 
S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. cap. 12. 


uy life 5 frail life ; a corruptible life ; alife, which tha 
niacreaſeth, the more it decreaſeth : The farther it goeth, 
neerer it cometh 10 death. JA deceiiful life, and like a ſha* 
fullof the ſnares of death : Now T rejoyce, now 1 languiſh, 
1 flouriſh, now infirm, now 1 live, and Frraight I die ; now 
hem heppy, «lways miſerable ; now I laugh, now 1 weep: 
all things are ſubjeft ro mutability, that nothing continueth 
hr in one ſtate ; O joy above joy, exceeding all joy, with 
hich shere 5 no joy, when ſhall 1 enter into thee, that I may 
ny God that dwelleth in thee?” 
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ear up, my ſoul ; call home thy ſp'rits, ans 
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Jdever me from the body of 1s Ae 6 
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"bas. | 
VIII, 


ROMANS 7. 24, 


wretched man that I am! who ſhall deliver 
me from the body of this death ? 


Ebold thy darling, which thy Iuſtful care 
Pampers, for which thy reſtleſs thoughts prepare 

ſuch early cates : for whom thy bubbling brow 

Goften ſweats, and bankrupt eyes do ow 

ich midnight ſcores to nature, for whoſe ſake 

kiecagghis fainted, the infernal lake 

laſeard, the Crown of plory poorly rated, 

Thy God negleRed, and thy brother hated : 

kbold thy Eclins, whom thy ſoul affets 

odearly; whom thy fond indulgence decks 

lad puppets up in ſoft, in ſilken weeds : 

kold thy darling , whom thy fondneſs feeds 

Vith far-fetch'd delicates, the dear bought gains 

Ot ll-ſpent time; the price of half thy pains : 

kiold thy darling, who, when clad by thee, 

Drrides thy nakedneſs 3 and when moſt free, | 

| her loverflave ; and being fed |; 

ſtfull, then ſtrikes th? indulgent feeder dead. 
tt niean'ft thou thus, my poor deluded ſoul, 

lore ſo fondly > Can the burning cole 

i thy affe&ion laſt withour the fue! 

«counter-loye > Is thy compeer ſo cruel, | | 


Ithou ſo kinde, to love unloy'd a gain! 
thou ſow fayours, and thus reap diſdain 2 


# 
k 
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Remember, 
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gn __, 
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Remember, O remember, thou art born 
Of royal bloud ; remember thou art ſworn 

A Maid of Honour in the Court of Heaven ; 
Remember what a coltly price was given 

To ranſome thee from {lay'ry thou wertin; 

And wilt thou now, my ſoul, turn flaye again? 
The Son and Heir co Heay'n *s Tri-une JEHoOv x 
Would fain become a ſuter tor thy love, 

And offers for thy dow'r his fathers Throne, 

To fit for Seraphims to gaze upon; 

Hell give thee Honour, Pleaſure, Wealth, and Things 
Tranſcending far the Majelity of Kings : 

And wilt thou proſtrate to the odious charms 

Of this baſe ſcullion ? ſhall his hollow arms 

Hugg thy ſoft {ides ? ſhall cheſe courſe hands untie 
The ſacred Zone of thy virginity ? 

For ſhame, degen'rous ſoul, let thy delire 

Be quickned up with more heroick fire 3 

Be wiſely proud, let thy ambitious eye 

Read nobler objetts ; let thy thoughts defie 

Such am'rous baſeneſs ; let thy foul diſdain 

Th? ignoble profers of fo baſe a ſwain ; 

Or it thy yows be paſt, and Hymens bands 

Have ceremonied your unequal bands, 

Annull, at leaſt avoid, thy lawlels att 

With inſufficiencie, or precontraGt : 

Or if the a@ be good, yet mayſt thou plead 

A ſecond treedom ; for the fleſh is dead; 
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Emblemes. 
NAZIANZ. Orat. 16. 


How I am joyn'd to this body, 1 know not ; which whey it & 
bedthful. provoketh me to warre, and being damaged by warre, 
efeeth me with grief ; which 1 both love as a fellow- ſervant, 
ad hate as an utter enemy : It 5s a pleaſant foe, and a perfidious 
friend. O ſlrange eonjunttion and alienation : What T fear I ema 
lace, «nd what I love Iam affraidof? before 1 make warre, 1 
m reconciled; before 1 enjoy peace, I am at variance. 


rock 5. 


E PIG. 8. 


What need that houſe be dawb*d with fleth and bloud ? 

l Hang'd round with filks and gold-? repair'd with food ? 
Colt idly ſpent ! That coſt doth but prolong 

Thy thraldome. Foo), thou mak'lt thy jail too ſtrong, 


| Takes, 
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Book | 7 Emblemes, 


IX, 


PHILIPPIANS I: 23; 


lamin a ſtraipht between two,having a deſire 
to be diſſolved, and to be with Chriſt, 


1 


Hat meant our carefull parents ſo to wear, 
And laviſh out their ill expended hours, 
To purchaſe for us large poſſefſions here, 
Which (though unpurchas'd) are too truly ours ? 
What meant they, ah what meant they to endure 
Such loads of needleſs labour, to procure 
And make that tking our own, which was our own too ſure, 


p4 
What mean theſe liv*ries and poſſeſſive keyes? 
What mean theſe bargains, and theſe needleſs ſales ? 
What need theſe jealous, theſe ſuſpicious wayes 
Of law- devis*d, and law-difſaly*d entails ? 
No need to ſweat for gold, wherewith to buy 
Eſtates of high-priz'd land z no need to tie 
Earth to their heirs, were they but clogg'd with earth as I, 


O were their ſouls bur cloge'd withearth as T, 
They would not purchaſe with ſo ſalt an itch ; 
They would not take of almes, what now they buy? 
Not call him happy, whom the world counts rich : 
They would not take ſuch pains, proje& and prog, 
To charge their ſhoulders with fo great alop : 
Who hath the greater lands, hath but the greater clog. 
T 
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T cannot do an a@ which earth diſdains not; 
I cannod think a thought which earch corrupts not z 
I cannot ſpeak a word which earth prophanes not ; 
I cannot make a vow earth interrupts not ; 
If I but offer up an early groane, 


Or ſpread my wings toHeav'ns long-long'd for throne, | 


She darkens my complaints, and draggs my offering down, 


5 


Ev'n like the hawk, (whoſe keepers wary hands 
Haye made a pris'ner to her wethring ſtock) 
Forgetting quite the pow?r of her faſt bands, 
Makes a rank bate from her forſaken block, 
But her too faithful leaſh doth ſoon retain 
Her broken fight, attempted oft in vain; 
It glyes ker loyns a twich,and tuggs her back again. 


6 


So, when'my ſoul direRts her better eye 
To Hear'ns bright Palace (where my treaſure lies) 
I ſpread my willing wings, but cannot flie, 
Earth hales me down, I cannot, cannot riſe : 
When [I but ttrive to mounc the lealt degree, 
Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee; 
Lord, how my ſoul is rack*d betwixt the world and thee! 


7 


Great God, I ſpread my feeble wings in vain 
In vain I offer my extended hands: 
I cannot mount till thou unlink my chain; 
I cannot come till thou releaſe my bands : 
Which it thou pleaſe to break, and then ſupply 
My wings with ſpirit, th' Eagle ſhall not flic 
A pitch that 's half ſo fair, nor half ſo ſwift as I. 


BONAVENT, 
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Book 5. Emblemes. 285 
BONAVYENT. Soliloqu. Cap. 1. 


Ab ſweet Jeſu, pierce the marrow of my ſoul with the bealth= 
fu ſhafts of thy love, that it may truly burn and melt, and len- 
guiſþ with the onely deſire of thee; that it may deſire to be diſſol= 


+ ved, and to be with thee : Let it hunger alone for the bread of life: 


. ktitthirſt after thee, the ſpring and fountain of eternel light, 
the ſtream of true pleaſure : let it al waies deſire ther, ſeek thee, 
#4 finde thee, and ſweetly re/? in thee. | 


_ EPIG.- g. 
What? will thy ſhackles neithettooſe norbreak 3 
Are they too ſtrong, or is thy arm too weak > 


Art will prevail where knotty ſtrength denies ; 
My ſoul, there's 4 quaforts; in thine eyes, . 
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Book 5. Emblemes. 
X. 


PSALM 142. 7» 


Bring my ſoul out of priſon, that I may praiſe 


thy name. 

M; Soul is like a bird, my fleſh the cage, 
Wherein ſhe wears her weary pilgrimage 

Of hours as few as evil, daily fed 

With ſacred wine, and ſacramental bread; 

The keyes that lock her in, and let her our, 

Are Birth and Death; *rwixt both ſhe hopps about 

From perch to perch, from ſenſe to reaſon ; then 

From higher reaſon down to ſenſe again : 

From ſenſe ſhe climbs to faith ; where for a ſeaſon 

. Shefats and ſings 3 then down again to reaſon : 

From reaſon back to faith, and ſtraight from thence 

She rudely flutters to the perch of ſenſe; 

From ſenſe to hope ; then hopps from hope to doubt? 

From doubt, to dull deſpair ; there ſeeks about 

For deſp'rate freedom, and at ey'ry grate , 

She wildly thruſts, and beggs th* untimely date 

Of unexpired thraldom, to releaſe 

Th' afflied captive, that can finde no peace. 

Thus am [ coop'd within this fleſhly cage 

| wear my youth, and waſt my weary age, 

Spending that breath which was ordain*d to chaunt 

Heav'ns praiſes forth, in fi ghs and fad complaint : 

Whilſt happier birds can ſpread their nimble wing 
ſhrubs to cedars, and there chirp and ling, 


T 3 


236 Emblems. Book x, 
In choice of raptures, the harmonious ſtory 
Of mans redemption, and his Makers glory : 
; You glorious Martyrs, you illuſtrious troops, 
That once were cloyſter'd in your fleſhly coops, 
As faſt as I, what rhet-rick had your tongues ? 
What dextrous Art had your Elegiak ſongs 2 
What P aul-like pow*r had your admir*d devotion 
What ſhackle breaking faith infus'd ſuch mation 
To your ſtrong prayers, that could obtain the boon 
| Tobe ealent's ; tobe uncag?*d ſo ſoon ? 
When I, poor [, can {ing my daily tears, 
Grown old in bondage, and can finds no ears : 
You preat partakers of ete:nal glory, 
That with your Heav'n prevailing Oratory, 
+ Releas?d your ſoulk from your terieltrial cage, 
- Permit the pafſion of my holy rage 
& Torecommend my ſorrows, ; Ram 4 known 
© To you, in dayes of old, and once your own, 
'To your belt thoughts, (but oh 't doth not befit ye 
© To more your pray?rs ; you love and joy, not pittie;) 
Great Lordof ſouls to whom ſhou'd pris?ners flie, 
But thee ? Thou hadtt thy cage, as well as I: 
E- And for my ſake, thy pleaſe was to know 
- The ſoxraws that. it brought, and feltſt them too ; 
OO ſet me free, and 1 will ſpend thoſe dayes, 
> Which now | waſt in begging, in thy praiſe. 


ANSELM. 


Book '5. Emblemes, 287 
ANSELM. in Protolog. cap, 1, 


0 miſerable condition of mankinde, that hes lof that for which 
he was created ! Alas, what hath he leſt And what hath h© 
fund? He hath left happineſs for which he was made, and found 
miſery for which be was not made : What is gone ? And what 

1? That thing is gone, without which he is knhappy * Th# 
thing # left, by which he is miſerable : O wretched men ! Fro" 
whence are we expelled? To what are we impelled ? Whence afC 
we thrown ? And whither are we hurried ? From our home i** 
18 baniſhment 5 from the ſight of God into our own blindeneſs; 
from the pleaſure of immoriality to the bitterneſs of death ; M#- 
jrele yoge ! - From how great a good, to how great «n evil? 
Ab me, what have I enterpriſed * What have 1 done *"whithe? 
did1go? Whither am 1 come ? K-47 | 


EPIG..10, + 
PFs midnight-vyoice preyail'd ; his muſicks thunder 
Unhing'd the priſon doores,ſplit bolts in-ſundec : 
And litr'lt thou here, and hang't the feeble wing ? 
And whin'ſt to'be enlarg'd ? ſoul, learn to fing. 
| T 4 
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Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt finde or die. 


Emblemes. 


XI. 
PSALM. 24. I, 


4ithe Hart panteth after the water-brooks, 
ſopanteth my ſoul after thee, O God. 


Ow ſhall my tongve expreſs that hallow?d fire" 
H Which Heav?n hath kindled in my raviſh'd heart ? 
What Muſe ſhall I' invoke, that will inſpire : 
My lowly quill to a@ a lotty part ! 
What Art ſhall I deviſe t' expreſs delire, 
. Toointricate to be expreſs'd by Art ! ' 
Let all the nine be ſilent; I refuſe 
Their aid in this bigh task;, for they abuſe 
The flames of love too much : aſſiſt me, Davids Muſe. 


2 


Not as the thirſty ſoyl defires ſoft ſhow?rs, 
Toquicken and refreſh her Embryon grain; 
Nor as the drooping creſts of fading flow*rs 
Requeſt the bounty of a mornipg rain, 
Dol defire my God : theſe, in 7, hens . 
Re-wiſh what late their wiſhes did obtain, 
But as the ſwift-foot Hart doth wounded flie 
Toth* much deſired ſtreams, ey'n ſo do I 


Before 
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Before a pack of deep- mouth'd luſts I flee ; 
O, they have ſingled out my panting heart, 
And wanton Cupid, (itting in a tree, 
Hath pierc'd my boſome with a flaming dart ; 
My ſoul being ſpent, for refuge ſeeks to thee, 
But cannot finde where thou my refuge art : 
Like as the ſwift-foot Hart doth wounded flie 
To the deſired ſtreams, ey'n ſo do[l 
Pant after thee, my God, whom | muſt figde or die, 


4, 


At length by flight, I over-went the pack ; 
Thou drew'ft the wanton dart from out my wound 
The bloud that follew'd, lett a purple track, 
- Which brought a Serpent, but in ſhape a Hound; 
We ſtrove, he bit me; but thou brak'ſt his back, 
T left him grov ling on th' envenom'd ground ; 
But as the Serpent-bitten Hart doth flie 
To the long-long?d for ſtreams, ev'n ſo did [ 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt finde or die, 


J 
If luſt ſhould chaſe my ſoul, made ſwift by fright, 


Thou arr the ſtieams wheteto my ſoul is bound: 
Or if a jav'l;n wound my ſides in flight, 
Thou art the balſame that muſt cure my wound*? 
If peyſon chance t' in'eſt my ſoul in fight, 
Thou art the treacle that muſt make me ſound : 
Ev'n as the wounded Hart, emboſt, doth flie 
To th' ſtreams extremely long'd for, ſo do 1 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt finde or die, 


- 


CYRIL |z 


j <7 OG 291 


ok 5, 


CYRIL. lib. 5. in Joh. cap. 10. 


0precious water, which quencheth the noyſom thirſt of this 
prld, that ſcoureth all the ſtains of ſinners, that watereth the 
anth of our ſouls with heavenly ſhowers, and bringeth back the 
thrſly heart of men 10 his onely God ! 


S. AUGUST. Sollloq. 3s. 

0 fountain of life, and vein of living waters, when ſhall I leave 
ki forſaken, impeſiible. and dry earth, and taſte the waters of 
[7 ſweetneſs, that I may behold thy virtue and thy glory, and 
lee my thirſt with the ſtreams of thy mercy; Lord, 1 thirſt : 
Thou art the ſpring of life, ſatisfie me 3 1 thirſt Lord, 1 thirſt af- 
«1 thee the living God ! 


E PIG. 11, 


| Thearrow-ſmitten Hart, deep wounded, flies 
Toth* ſprings with water in his weeping eyes 2 
Heav'n is thy ſpring : 1f Satans fiery dart 

| Perce thy faint (zdes, do ſo, my wounded Heart; 
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293 


When ſoall I come and appear before God f 


| Vp is my ſoul the better to be tin'd 

With holy fire 2 What boots it to be coyn*d 

Vith Heay'ns own ſtamp 2 What vantage can there be 
Toſouls of Heay'n-deſcended pedepree, 
Wore then to beaſts that grovel ? Are not they 
fd by th' Almighties hand 2 And ey?*ry days 
fl'd with his bleſſing too ? Do they not ſee 
Godin his Creatures as dire& as we ? 
Dothey not taſte thee ? Hear thee ? nay, what ſenſe 
not partaker of thine Excellence ? 
What more do we ? Alas, what ſerves our reaſon, 
But, like dark-lanthorns, to accompliſh treaſon 
With greater cloſeneſs ? It affords nolighr, 

thee no nearer to our pur-blind light; 


opleaſure riſes up the leaſt degree, 


Great God, but in the clearer view of thee ? 
What priv*ledge more then ſenſe hath reaſon then ? 
What rYantage 1s It tobe born a man ? 
| How often hath my patience built, dear Lord, 
Vain tow'rs of Hope upon thy gracious Word ? 
How often hath th y Hope-reviving Grace 
| Voofd my ſuſpicious eyes to ſeek thy face ! 

How often have I ſought thee ? Oh how long 
 Hath expeRtion taught my perſe& tongue 
Repeated pray'rs, yet pray'rs could ner obtain 5 
la vain I feek thee, and I beg 10 yain © 
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If it be high preſumption to behold | 
Thy tace, why didſt thou make mine eyes fo bold 
To ſeek it > If that obje& be too bright 

For mans aſpeR, why d:d thy lips mvine 

Mine eye t expe it? 1t it might be ſeen) 

Why is this eavious currain drawn between 

My darknedeyeand it? O tell me, why 

Thou doſt command the thing thou doft deny 
Why doſt thou give me ſo unpriz'd a treaſure, 
And then deny*ſt my gree-'y ſoul the pleaſure 
To view thy gift : Alas, that gift is void, 

And is no pitt ,that may not be enjoy'd ? 

If thoſe ws beams of Heay'ns great light 
Guild not the day, what is the day, but night? 


The drouzie ſhepherd ſleeps ; Alow*rs droop and fade ; 


The birds are ſullen, and the beaſt is fad; 

But if bright Tiz«n dart his goiden ray, 

And, with his riches, horife the day, 

The Jolly ſhepherd pipes ; flow'rs t:eſhly ſpring ; 
The beaits grow gamelome, and the birds they ling, 
Thou art my Sun, great God: O when ſhall | 
View the full beams of thy Meridian eye > 

Draw, draw this fleſkly curtain, that denies 

The pracious preſence of thy glorious eyes ; 

Or give me faith; and by the eye of grace, 

I ſhall behold thee, though not face to face. 


Book 
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S. AUGUST. in Pſal. 39. 


who created all things is bettey then all things ; who beautifred 
dl things is more beautifull then all things : who made ſtrength #s 
ger then all things : who made great things is greater then all 
things: What ſoever thou loveſt he is 'that to thee : Learn to love the 
workmen in hs work, the Creatour in his creature : Let not that 
which was made by him poſſeſs thee, leſt thou loſe him by whom 
thy ſelf was made. 


S. AUGUST. Med, cap, 37. 


0thou moſt ſweet, moſt gracious, moſt amiable, moſt fair, 
when ſhall I ſee thee > When ſhall I be ſatisfied with thy beauty? 
when wilt thou lead me from this dark dungeon, that 1 may cone 
feſs thy name ? 


EPIG. 1t.. 


| How art thou ſhaded in this veil of night, 


inde thy curtain fleſh 2 thou ſeeſt no lighr, 
ut what thy pride doth challenge as her own 


Thy fleſh is high ; ſoul take this curtain down, 
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Oh 4 Thad the wings of a Doue for then! 
would fly aways be ar retb.Prigg.c 
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PSALM FFy«. 6. 


0 that 1had the wings of a Dove, for then 1 
would flie away and bs at reſt. 


ANs am I ſworn a dunghil-lave for ever 

To earths baſe drudg*ry ? ſhall I never finde 
A night of reft > ſhall my indentures never 
Becancell'd ? did injurious Nature binde 
My ſoul earths prentice, with no clauſe to leave her ? 
Noday of treedom ? mult I ever grinde? 

O that I had the pinions of a Dove, 

That I might quit my bands and fore above, 
And pour my jult complaints before the great Jehoye! 


2 
How bappy are the Doves, that have the pow'r, * 
Whenere they pleaſe, to ſpread their airy wings ! © 
Or cloud-dividing Eagles, that can towre ' « 


Adore the ſemt of theſe inferiour thin gs! b 


How happy is the Lark, that ev*ry bour % 
Leaves earth, and then for joy mounts up and fings! 
Had my dull ſoul but wings as well as they, 
How I would ſpring from earth and clip away |! 
As wiſe Aſirea did, and ſcorn this ball of clay ! 


V 


>” 


2 1 hy 


3 


O how my ſoul would ſpurn this ball of clay, 
And loath the dainties of earths painful pleaſure! 
O how I'de laugh to ſee men night and day 
Turmoy], to gain that traſh they call their treaſure ! 
. O how I'de ſmile to ſee what plots they lay 
To catch a blaſt, or own a ſmile from Ceſar ! 
Had | the piatons oi, a mounting Dove, 
How 1 would fore and ling, and hate the loye 
Of tranlitory toys, and teed on joys above ! 


4. 


There ſhoy!d I finde that everlaſting pleaſure, (not; 
Which change removes not, and which chance prevents 
There ſhoulda I finde that everlaſting treaſure, 
Which toce deprives nct, fortune diſaugments not ; 
There [1:+id T £ude that everlaſting Ceſar, 
Whoſe hand recalls not, and whoſe heart repents not j 
Had I the pinions of a clipping Dove, 
How 1 would climb the skies, and hate the lore 
O! tran{itory toys, and joy in things above ! 


5 
No rank-mouth'd {lander there ſhall give offence, 


Or blaſt our blooming names, as here they do ; 
Noltyer-ſc:lding luſt ſhall there incenſe 
Our boyling veins. There is no Cupid's bow : 
Lord, gire my foul the milk-white innocence 
Of Doves, and I ſhall have their pinions too ? 
Had [ the pinions of a ſprightly Dove, 
How I would quit this earth, and fore above 
And Heay*ns bleſt kingdom finde, with Heay?as bleſt King 
(Jehore: 
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S. AUGUST, in Pſalm. 138. 


what wings ſhould I deſire but the two. precepts of love, on 
which the Law and the Prophets depend! O if I could obtain theſe 
pings, 1 could fly from thy face to thy face, from the face of thy 
faftice tothe face of thy Mercy : Let us finde thoſe wings hy 
bye which we have loſt by Luſt. | 


S. AUGUST. in Pfal. 76. 


Let 14 caſt off whatſoever hindereth, entangleth, oy baydeneth 
wr flight util we attain that which ſatisfieth ; beyond which, no- 
thing 5; beneath which, all things are; of which, all things are; 
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EPIG: 13. 


Tell me, my wiſhing ſoul, did'ſt ever trie 
How faſt the wings of red-croſt faith can flie+ 
Why begg't thou then the pinions of a Dore ? 
Faiths wings are ſwifter, but the ſwifteſt love, 
T A 
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XIV. 


PSALM $4. 1, 


How amiable are thy 'T abernacles, O God of 
Hoſtes. 


ment of dayes, to whom all times are Now, 
Betore whoſe Glory Seraphyms do bow 

ſeir bluſhing cheeks, and veil their blemiſh'd faces, 
ſtat uncontain'd at once dott fill all places, 

ow glorious, O how far beyond the height 

(puzzled quills, or the obtuſe conceit 

(fleſh and bloud, or the too flat reports 

It mortal tongues, are thy att courts / 
ole plory to paint torth with greater Art, 
lanſh my fancy, and inſpire my heart ; 
licuſe my bold attempt, and pardon me 
rſhewing ſenſe what faith alone ſhould ſee, 

Ten thouſand millions, and ten thouſand more 
tAngel-meaſur'd leagues from th? Eaſtern [heie 
dungear-earth this glorious Palace ſtands, 
torewhoſe pearly pates ten thouſand bands 
armed Angels wait ro entertain ; 
ſe purged ſouls for whom the Lamb was ſlain ; 
hoſe putltleſs death, and voluntary yielding 


whoſe giv'n life, gave this brave court ber building 3 
lukewarm bloua of this dear Lamb being ſpilt 3 
brubies tarn'd, whe: eof ber poſts were built ; 
Mwhat dropy'd down in cold and ge!:d gotey 
turarich Sapbyres, and impay'd her floor : 
W.2 : The 


"= 
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The brighter flames, that from his ey-balls ray'd, 
Grew Chryſolites, whereof her walls were made : 


The milder glances ſparkled op the ground, $ 
And groundfild every door with Diamond; "S 
But dying, darted upwards, and did fix pill 
A battlement of pureſt Sardonix, pher 
Her ſtreets with burmiſhd gold are paved round, tern 
Stars lie like pebbles ſeattred on the ground: Y lore 
Pearl mixt with Onyx, and the ſafper ſtone, ther 


Made _—_ cauſe-wayes to be trampled on : 


There thines no Sun by day, no Moon by night 3 

The Palace glory is the Palace light : T1 
There is no time to meaſure motion by, vith 
Thero Time is ſwallow'd with Eternity : king 
Wry-mouth*d Diſdain, and corner haunting Luft, with 


And twy-fac'd Fraud, and beetle-brow'd Diſtruſt, 
Soul-boyling Rage, and trouble-ſtate Sedition, 
And giddy Doubt, and goggle-ey'd Suſpition, 
Andlumpifh Sorrow, and degen”'rous Fear 

Are baniſ[h'd thence, and Death 's a ſtranger there : 
But ſimple Love, and ſempiternal Joyes, 

Whoſe ſweetneſs neither glutts nor fulneſs cloyes 3 
Where face to face our raviſh'd eye ſhall ſee 

Great E LOH 1M, that glorious One in Three, 
And Three in One, and ſeeing him ſhall bleſs him, 
And bleſſing, love him, aad in love, poſſeſs him : 
Here ſtay my ſoul,and raviſh in relation : 

Thy words being ſpent, ſpend now in contemplation, 


S. GREG, 
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S. GREG. in Pal. 7. panitent. 


Sweet Jeſus, the word of the Father, the brightneſs of patey- 
ul glory, whom Angels delight to view, teach me to do thy 
pill; that led by thy good Spirit, I may come to that bleſſed City, 
where day #5 eternal, where there * certain ſecurity, and ſecare 
termity, and eternal peace, and peaceful happyneſs, and happy 
ſpretneſs, «nd ſweet pleaſure ; where thon O God with the Fas 
ter and the holy Spirit liveſt and rejgneſt world without end. 


Ibidem. 


There 5 light without darkneſs ; joy without grief 5 deſire 
vithout puniſhment ; love without ſadneſs ; ſatiety without loa« 
bing ; ſafety without fear ; health without diſeaſe ; and life 
piibout death. 


EPIG. 14. _ 
My ſoul, pry not too nearly; the complexion 
Of Sols brights face is ſeen but by das : 
but would®ſt thou know what*s Heav'n 2 V1l tell thee what 
Tink what thou canſt not think, __ Heav'n is thats 
4 
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Book F. Emblemes, $05 
XV. 
CANTICLES'8$, 14. 


Make haſte, my Beleved, and be like the Roe, 
or the young Mart upon the mountains of 
Spices, 


O, gentle tyrant, go; thy flames do pierce 3 
My ſoul too deep; thy flames are too too fierce; 

My marrow melts, my fainting ſpirits fry 
Ith' torrid Zone of thy Meridian eye ; 
Away, away, thy ſweets are too perfuming 5 
Turn, turn thy face, thy fires are too conſuming 2 

Haſte bence, and let thy winged ſteps out-go 

The frighted Ro-buck, and his flying Ro. 
But wilt thou leave methen ? O-ttou that art 
Life of my ſoul, ſoul of my dying heatt, 
Without the ſweet aſpeR of whole fair eyes , 
My feul doth Janguiſh,and der ſolace dies ; 
Art thou ſo ealily wood ? fo apt to hear 
The frantick language of my fooliſh tear ? 

Leave, lezve me not, nor turn thy beauty from we; 

Look, look upon me, though thine eyes o'rcome me, 
O bow they wound ! but how my wounds content me ! 
How ſweetly theſe delightful pains torment me ! 
How I am tortur*d in exceflive meaſre 
Ot plealing cruelties too cruel pleaſure | 
Turn, turn aways 1emove thy ſcorching beams ; 
| Tnguiſh with theſe bitter- ſweet extiemes : 
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Haſte then, and tet thy winged ſteps out-go 
The flying Ro-buck, and his frighted Ro. 
Turn back, my dear ; O let my raviſtd eye 
Once more behold thy face before thou fly; 
What, ſhall we pan without a mutual kiſs ? 
O who can leaye ſo ſweet a face as this 2 
Look full upon me ; for my ſoul delites 
To turn a holy Martyr in thoſe fires : 
O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me; 
Look, look upon me,though thy flames oy'r conte me, 
If thou becloud the Sun-ſhine of thine eye, | 
I freez to death, and it it ſhine, I fry ; 
Which like a feaver, that my ſoul hath got, 
Makes me to burn too cold, or freez too hot 2 
Alas, I cannot bear ſo ſweet a ſmart, 
Nor canft thou beleſs glorious then thou art, 
Haſte then, and let thy winged ſteps out-go 
The frighted Ro-buck, and his flying Ro. 
But gonot far beyond the reach of breath ; 
Too farge a diſtance makes another death : 
My youth is an her Spring 3 Autumnal vowes 
will make me riper for ſo ſweet a Spouſe 3 
When after-times have burniſh®d my delite, 
I'll ſhoot thee flames for flames, and fire for fire. 
O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me z 
Look, look upon nie, though thy flames oy*rcome me. 


gook, 5. Emblemes, 307 
Autor ſcalz Paradiſi., Tom. 9. Avg. cap. 8. 

Fear not, O Bride, nor deſpair; think not thy ſelf contemned, 
thy Bridegroom withdraw hu face « while : All things coope- 
me for the beſt : both from his abſence, and his preſence thou 
pine light : He cometh 10 thee, .end he goeth from thee: He 
ameth to make thee conſolate ; he goeth,to make thee cautions, leſ 
thy abundant conſolation puff thee up: he cometh, that thy lenguiſh- 
iro ſoul may be comforted ; he goeth, leſt his fanuliarity ſhould be 
antenmed 3 «ud being abſent, to be more deſired ; and being de- 
fred, to be more earneſtly ſought ; and being long ſought, tobe 

wore acceptably found. X 


B PIG. Is, 


My ſoul, fins monſter, whom, with greater eaſe 
Tenthouſand fold, thy God could make then pleaſe; 
What would"ſt thou have ? nor pleas'd with ſung nor ſhade? 
Hear'n knows not what to make of what he made, 


Fmblemes. Book x, 


WR 


cit ” 309 | 
THE FARE WEL 
REVELATION 2+ 10. 


Be thou faithful unto death, and 1 will give 
thee the crown of life, 


F, 


J 
B: faithful, Lord, what 's that ? 
hlieve ; *tis eaſy ro belieye 3 bur what ? 
That he whom thy hard keart hath wounded, 
And whom thy ſcorn hath ſpit upon, 
Hath pa!'d thy fine, and hath compounded 
For thoſe toul deeds thy hands bake dore 2 
Eclieve, that he whoſe gentle palws 
Thy needle-pointed fins have naid, 
Hath borne thy ſlavifh load {of alms) 
And made ſupply whe:e thou haſt fail'd; 
Iderer mis'ry finde fo ſtrang reliet ? 
tisa love too ſtrong for mans belt, 


2 


M Believe that he, whoſe ſ1de 
ly crimes have pierc'd with their rebellions, did, 
To fave thy guilty foul frem dying 
Ten thouſand horrid deaths, from-whence 
There was no ſcape thee was no flying, 
But through his deareit blouds expence 2 
Believe, this dying friend requires 
No other thanks for all his pain, 
Bur ev'n the tmith of weak delires, 
And for his love, but love again: 
rmis*ry finde ſo true a friend ? 
alove too valt to comprehend. » 


With 
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| With flouds of tears baptize 
And diench theſe dry, theſe unreger?rate eyes ; 
Lord, whet my dull, my blunt belief, 
And break this fleſhly rock in ſunder, 
That from this hearr, this hell of grief, 
May ſpring a"'Heay*n of love and wondet: 
O, if thy mercies will cemore 
And melr this lead from my belief, 
My grief will then refine my love, 
My love will rken refreſh my grief: 
Then weep mine eyes as he hath bled ; vouchſafe 
To drop tor every drop an Epitaph. 


4 


But is the crown of Glory 
The wapes of a lamentable ſtory ? 
Or can fo great a purchaſe riſe 
From a ſalt humour? can mine eye 
Run faſt enough YO obtait} this prize ? 
If ſo, Lord, who 's ſo mad to die? 
Thy tears are trifles ; thou muſt do: 
Alas, I cannot ; then endeayour:; 
I will: bur willa tugg or two ; 
Suffice the turn ? thou muſt perſeyer : 
P11 ſtrive till death ; and ſhall my feeble ſtrite 
Be crown'd 2 Ill crown it with a crown of lite. 


by 5 
But is thete ſuch a dearth 
That thou mult buy what js thy due by birth ? 
He whom thy bands did form of duſt, 
And gave him breath upon condition; 
Tolove his great Creatour, mult 
He now be thine by compoſition ? 


« 
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Artthou a gracious God and milde, 
Or head-ſtrong man rebellious rather ? 
O, man's a baſe rebellious childe, 
And thou a very gracious Father; 
The gift is thine; we ſtrive, thou crown'it our ſtrife ; 
Thou giv'i us Faith ; and Faith, a crown of life. 
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*This Bubble*s Man : Hope, Fear, falſe J oy and Trouble, 
Are thoſe tour Windes which dayly tofſe this Bubble. 
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| To the right Honourable 
both in Bloud and Virtue, and 


moſt accompliſht Lavpy, 


MAR Y, 


COUNTESSE OFDORSET, 
L a by ' Governeſs to the 
moſt 1llaftrious 


CHARLES, 


PRINCE of great Britain, and 


JAMES, 


CC 


| Dux Et of York, 


Excellent Lady, 


Wb Preſent theſe T apotrs to burn 

$= under the ſ[afe proteftion of 
QI y your Honourable Name:where, 
ASS / preſume , they ſtand ſecure 

' fromthe damps of 1 — , and blaſts of 


X 4 cenſure. 


' 


The Epiftle Dedicatory, 
eenſure, Ittisa ſmall part of that ab. 
dant ſervice which my thankful heart owet 
your meomparable goodneſs. Be pleaſed ts 
bonour it with your noble Acceptance, which 
thall be nothing but what your own efteem 


fhall make it, 


Mapamgr, 


Your Lares- moſt 


humble Servant, 


FRA. QUARLES, 


To the Reader. 


F you are ſatisfied with my Em- 
$ [9 blemes, There ſet before you a 
al SJ ſccond Service, It is an M- 
YEAR 2 /þtian diſh, dreſt on.the En- 
4 faſhion : They, at their Feaſts, uſed 
opreſent a Deaths-head at their ſecond 
Courſe : This will ſerve for bothz: You 
ed not fear a ſurfeit : Here is but lictle ; 
ad that, light of digeſtion : If itbut pleaſe 
four Palate, I queſtion not your tdmackt 
fall too 3 and much good may it do you. 
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PSALM, Fl. 5: 


Behold 1 was ſhapen in iniquity, and in fin did 


my mother conceive me. 


An is mans. M BC: There is none that can 
Read God aright, unleſs he firſt ſpell Man : 
TManis the ſtairs, whereby his knowledge climbs 
To his Creatour though it oftentimes 
Stumbles for want of liebe, and ſometimes trips 
For want of careful heed ; and ſometinges ſlips 
Through unadviſed haſt ; and when at length 
His weary ſteps have reach'd the top, his ſtrength 
Oftfails to ſtand ; his giddy brains turn round, 
And Phaeton-like, falls headlong to the ground; 
Theſe ſtairs are often dark, and full of danger 
Tohim, whom want of praftice makes a ſtranger - 
Tothis blind way : The Lamps of nature lends 
But a falſe light, and lights to her own ends. 
Theſe be the wayes to Heav'n 3 theſe paths require 
Alight that ſprings from that Diviner fire, 
Whoſe humane ſoul. enlightning ſun-beams dart 
Through the bright crannies of th' immortal part. 
And here, thou great Original of Light, 
Whole errour-chacing beams do unbenight 
The very ſoul of darkneſs, and untwiſt 
The clouds of ignorance, do thou affiſt 
My teeble quill ; refle& thy ſacred rayes , 
Upon theſe lines, that they may light the wayes 
That lead to thee; fo guide my heart; my hand, 
That I may do what others underſtand. 
Let my heart praRtice what my hand ſhall write 3 
Till then, I am a Tapour wantipg light. 


32.4 Herozlyph. 1. 


This golden Precept, Know thy ſelf, came down 
From Heay?ns high Court : It was an Art unknown 
To fleſh and bloud. The men of Nature took 
Great joucnies init : Their dim eyes did look 

But through a milt, like Pilgrims they did ſpend 
Their idle iteps, but know no journies end. 

The way to know thy ſelf, is firlt ro caſt 

Thy frail beginning, Progreſs, and thy laſt ; 

This is the ſum of Man * But now return 

And view this Tapour ſtanding in this Urn. 

Behold her ſubſtance, ſordid and impure, 

Uſeleſs and vain, and (wanting light) obſcure : 

"Tis but a ſpan at longeſt, nor can laſt 

Beyond that ſpan ; ordain'd and made to waſt : 

Ev'n ſuch was Man (before his ſoul gave light 

To his vile ſubſtance) a meer childe of night ; 

Ere he had life, eſtated in bis Urn, 


Thus liveleſs, lighcleſs, worthleſs firſt began 
That glorious, that preſumptuous thing cal/?*d Man. 


$ AuGusT. 


And markt for death ; by nature, born to burn : | | 


Hieroglyph. 1. 325 
S. AuGusT. 
Conſider, O man, what thou wert before thy birth, and what 
thou art from thy birth to thy death, and what thou ſpalt be after 


death : Thou wert made of an impure ſubſlance, clothed and nou- 
rihed in thy mothers bleud. 


EPIG. Þ1. 


forbear, fond Tapour : what thou ſeek'(t, is fire 2 
Thy own deſtruftion's lodg?d in thy defire. 

Thy wants are far more ſafe then their ſupply :; 

fe that begins to live, begins to die, 


6, 11, 


Yp 


Vnde . 


[ 


ESCTILS 


>) 
- 
WU 
LOSE 


H 
pA 


Heeroglyph, II: 327. 


GENESIS T3. 


hid God ſaid, Let there be lights and there 
wa lipht. 


I 
His lame-expeing Tapour hath at length 
| Received fire, and naw begins to burn © 
thath no vigour yet, it hath ao ſtrength ; 
Apt to be puft and quencht at ey*ry turn? 
Tt was a gong band that thus endow'd 
This ſnuff with lame: But mark this hand doth ſhroud 
tf from mortal eyes, and folds it in a cloud, 


ZzZ 


many begins to lire. Anunknown flame 
Quickens his finiſhe Organs, now poſleſt 

ith motion 5 and which motion doth proclaim 
AnaRive ſoul, though in a feeble breatt : 

| Buthow, and when infus'd, ask not my pen ; 
| Here flies a cloud before the.eyes of men :; 


(pot tell thee how, nor canſt thou cell me when, _ 


3 


Vs it a parcel of celeſtial fire 

atus'd by Heav*n into this fleſbly mould 2 
[rwas it (think you) made a ſoul entire ? 
Then, Was it new created 2 Or of old > 

Or is&t a propagated Spark, rak'd out 

From Natures embers ? while we go abautz 
teaſon to reſolye, the more we raiſe a doubt. 
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If it be part of that celeſtial Flame, 
It mult be ev*n as pure; as free from ſpot 
As that eternal Fountain whence 1t came :; 
If pure and ſpotleſs, then whence came the blot 2 
It ſelt being pure could not it ſelf defile; 
Nor hath unaRtive matter pow'r to ſoil 
Her pure and aQtive form, as Jars corrupt their Oyl,' 


5 


Or if it were created, tell me when ? 
If in the firſt {1x dayes, where kept till now? 
Or it the ſoul were new created, then 
Heav?*n did not all, at firſt, he had to do: 
Six dayes expired all creation ceaſt, 
All Kinds, ev?n from the preateſt to the leaſt, 
Were finiſht and complete before the day of reſt. 


6 


But why ſhould Man, the Lord of Creatures; want 
That priviledge which Plants and Beaſts obtatn ? 
Beaſts bring forth Beaſts, the Plant a perte& Plant ; 
Andevy'ry like brings forth herlike again: 
Shall Fowls and Fiſhes, Beaſts and Plants convey 
Life to their iſſue, and Man leſs then they ? 
Shall theſe pet living ſouls > And Man dead lumps of clay! 


7 
Muſt humane ſouls be generated then ? 
My waterebs ; behold, a Rock is nigh* 
If Natures work produce the ſouls of men, _ 
Mans ſoul is mortal : All that's born muſt die. _ 
What ſhall we then conclude 2 What ſun-ſhine will 
Diſperſe this gloomy cloud ? Till then, be ſtill, 
My vaioly ſtriving thoughts ; lie down, my puzzPdqu! 
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ISIDOR, 


why doſt thou wonder, O men, at the height of the Stars , or the 
bjth of the Sea ? Enter #nt0 thine own ſoul, and wondey there, 
The ſoul by creationg s« infuſed ; by infuſion, created. 


a AS 


.* 
f 
'Þ 
es 

11 

lay! _ 
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nll 


| EPIG. 2, 
ill, IVhat atfthou now the better by. this flame ? * 
thou know®ſt not how, nor when, nor whence it came * 
OR Ivor kinde of happineſs, that can return 
Nomore accompt bur this, to ſay, I burs ! 
Y 
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PSALM 103, 16. 
The winde paſſeth over it, and it is gone, 


O ſooner is this lighted Tapour ſet 
Upon the tranlitory ſtage 
Of eye. bedarkning night, 
Pit itis ſtraight ſubjected ro the threat 
0! envious windes, whoſe waſtful rage 


Diſturbs her peacetul light, (brighe. 
ind makes her ſubſtance waſt, and makes her flame leſs 
Ly 2 


J ſooner are we born, no ſooner come 
Totake poſſeſſion of this valt , 
This ſoul- affliting earth, 
t danger meets us at the very womb, 
And ſorrow with her full-mouth'd blaſt 
Salutes our painful birth, 
put out al our joys, and puff out all our oirtl,, 


rinfant innocence, nor childiſh tears, 
Nor youthful wit, nor manly power, 
Nor politick old age, 
"rgins pleading, nor the widows prayers, 
Nor lowly cell, nor lofry tower, 
Nor Prince, nor Peer, nor Page 
ſcape this common blaſt, or cutb her ſtormy rage, 


Ly . 4 

liſeis but a pilgrimage of blaſts, 
Padorery blaſt brings torth a fear; 

And every fear, ny, oper ; 

mere tt lengthens, ah, the more it waſts 8. 

"re, were we to continue here 

Thedayes of long liy'd Seth, 
brows would renew, as we renew our breath, /.:4.4 


Y 3 Toit” 
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Toſt too and fro, our frighted thoughts are driv'n 
With every puff, with every tide 
Of ſelf-conſuming care ; 
Our peaceful flame, that would point up to Heay?n, 
Is till diſturb*d, and turn'd aſide ; 
And every blaft of air 
Commits ſuch walt in man as man cannot repair, 


6 


W are all born debters, and we firmely ftand 
' Oblig'd for our firlt parents debr, 
Belides our intereſt ; 
Alas, we have no harmeleſs counter-band, 
And we are every hour beſet 
With threatniogs of arrelt, 
And till we pay the debt we can expe no reſt, 


7 

What may this ſorrow-ſhaken life preſent 

To the falſe reliſh of our taſt 

That's worth the name of ſweet » 

Her minutes pleaſure 's choak'd with diſcontent, 

RI foil'd with every blaſt ; 

ow many dangers meet 

Poor man betwixt he bigein and the winding ſheet! | 


TY 


n_ 
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S. AUGUST 
In this woyld, not to be grieved, not to be afflified, ndt to be in 
lager, & impoſiible, 


- Ibidem. 


Behold, the world 5; full of troubles, yet beloved : What if it 
pre 4 pleaſing world > How wouldſt thou delight in her calms, - 
be cenſt ſo well endure her ſtorms ? 


EPIG. 7. 


thou conſum'd with ſoul-affliting eroſles ? 
Mturd?d with grief? annoy*d with worldly loſſes ? ' 
fold up thy head 3 the Tapour lifted hie 

Will brook the winde, when lower Tapours dis Wis 


q 


Y ( urando Labarcit. 


wa" 


; 


trer drefſing, ever topping ? 
{| Always curing; never cur'd ? 


When the ſpirits ſpend too faſt, 
They will ſhrink at ey*ry blaſt, 


2 
ſou that always are beſtowing 
- Coſtly pains in life repairing, 
le but always overthrowing 
Natures work by overcaring : 
Nature meeting with her fo, 
In a work ſhe hath to do, 
Takes a pride to.overthrow? 


:35? 3 
ſin knows her own perfeQion, 
And ber pride diſdains a tuitour, 
(an not ſtoop to Arts correftion, 
And ſhe ſcorns a coadjutour, 
Saucy Art ſhould not appear 
Till ſhe whiſper in her ear ; 
flees, if Sara bear. 


reworketh for the ou. 
[fnot hindred that ſhe cannot ; 
ſtands by as her abettor, 

ng nothing ſhe began not ; 
. If diſtemper chance to ſeiſe 
' NatutefoiPd with the diſcaſe, 

Art may help her if ſhe pleaſe. 

T 4 


Hietoglyph, IV. 
MATTHEW 9, 12, 
T he whole need not the Phyſſitan. 


Lways pruning, always cropping ? 


Is her brightneſs ſtill obſcur'd? 


Too much ſnuffing makes a waſt ; 


TY 
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Bur 
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But to make a trade of trying 
Druggs and doſes, alwayes pruning, 
Is to die for fear of dying ; 
He's untug'd, that 's always tuning. 
He that often loves to lack 
Dear-bought druggs hath found a knack 
To foyl the man, and feed the Quack, 


6 


O the ſad, the frail condition 
Of the pride of Natures glory ! 
How infirm his compolitien ! 
 Andat beſt how tranſitory ! 
When his ryot doth impair 
Natures weakneſs, then his care 
Adds more ruin by repair. 


7 


Hold thy band, healths dear maintainer, 
Life perchance may burn the ſtronger : 
Having ſubſtance to ſuſtain her, 
' She untouch'd, may laſt the longer 3 
When the Artiſt goes about 
To redreſs her flame, [ doubt, 
Oftentimes he ſnuffs it out. 


NICOCLES| 


LJ 
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NICOCLES. 
Phiſitians of all wen are moſt hpþy ; what good ſucceſs ſo= 
ever they have, the world proclaimeth, and what faults they come 
mit, the earth covereth. 


EPIG. 4. 


My purſe being heavy, if my light appear 

+ But dimm , ®xack comes to make all clear ; 
gueck, leave thy trade, ; dealings are nor right, 

Thou tak'ſt our weighty gold to give us light. 


Hieroglyph. V, 


b, ( Te auxiliente rerurys { 
\ | >; Anoka? Got, þ 
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PSALM 91. II. 
And be will give his Angels charge over thee. 


I 


How mine eyes could pleaſe themſelves, and ſpend 
Perpetual ages in this precious light ! 
How I could woo Zternity, to lend 
My waſting day an antidete for _ | 
And how my fleſh could with my fleſh contend, 
That views this obje& with no more delight ! 
My work is great, my Tapour ſends too faſt : 
IT is all I have, and ſoen would out or wall, 


Did not this bleſſed ſcreen prote& it from this blaſt, 


2 
O, I have loſt the jewel of my ſoul, , 
And I muſt finde it ont, or I muſt die? 
Alas ! my fin-made darkneſs doth controul 
The bright endeavont of my careful eye * 
I muſt go ſearch and ranſack every hole; 
Nor have I other light to ſeek it by 3 
O if this light be ſpent, my work not done, 
My Ilabour's worſe then loſt ; my jewels gone, 
And 1 amquite forlora, and I am quite undone, 


| 
You bleſſed Angels, you that do enJoy 
+ Thetull fruition of eternal glory, 
Will you be pleas*d to fancy fach a toy 
As man, and quit your glorious territory, 
And ſtoop to earth, vouchſafing to employ 
Your care to guard the duſt that lies before ye? 
Diſdain you not theſe lumps of dying clay, ; 
That, for your pains, do oftentimes repay 
Negle@, if not diſdain, and ſend you griey*d away ? 
* + Thi 


340 Heeroplyph. V. 
4, 
This tapour of our lives, that once was plac'd 
« In the fair ſuburbs of Eternity, 
Is now alas confin'd to ev? ry blaſt, 
And turn*d a Mey-pole for the ſporting fly ; 
And will you, ſacred Spirits, pleaſe to oof 
Your care on us, and lend a gracious eye ? 
How had this ſlender inch of Tapour been 
Blaſted and blaz'd, had net this heav'nly Scyees 
Curb'd the proud blaſt, and timely ftept between ! 


6 3 
O goodneſs, far tranſcending the report 
Of laviſh tongues ! too vaſt to comprehend ! 
Amazed quill, how far doſt thou come ſhort 
T* expreſs expreſſions that ſo far tranſcend ! 
You bleſſed Couttiers of th' eternal Court, 
Whoſe full-mouth'd Hallelujahs bave no egd, 
Receive that world of praiſes that belongs 
To your great Sov'reign; fill your holy tongues 
With ourHoſanna's mix'd with your Seraphick ſongs, 


Heeroglyph. V. 34F 


S. BERN. 

If thou deſireſt the help of Angels, fly the comforts of the 
world, and reſiſt the temptations of the Devil, 

He will give his .4ngels charge over thee, O what reverence, 
what love, what confidence deſerveth ſo ſweet « ſaying ? For + 
their preſence, reverence ; for their good will, love; for their 
tnition, confidence. 


EPIG. 5. 


My flame, art thou diſturb'd, diſeas*d and driy*%n 

To death with itorms of grief ? Point thouto Heay'n? 
One Angel there ſhall eaſe thee more alone, 

Then thrice as many thouſands of thy own, 


Flieroglyph, VI, 
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ECCLESIASTES 3. I. 


To every thing there is an appointed time, 


Time. I Death. © 


F 7ime. Ehold the frailty of this lender ſauff 
Alas, it hath not long co laſt : 
Without the help of either thief or puff, 

Her weakneſs knows the way to waſt * 
Nature hath made her ſubſtance apt enough 

To ſpend it ſelf, and fpend too faſt : 

It needs the help of none 
That 1s ſo prone 

To laviſh out untouch'd, and languiſh all alone. 


2 


Dech, Time, hold thy peace, and ſhake rhy flow pac*d ſand; 
Thy idle minutes make no way : | 
Thy glaſs exceeds her how'r, or elſe doth ſtand, 
I can not hold, I can notſtay. 
Surceaſe thy pleading, andenlarge my hand, 
I ſurſet with too long delay : 
This brisk, this bold-fac?d light 
Doth burn too bright ; 
Darkneſs adorns my throne, my day is darkeſt night, 


Z 


Time, Great Prince of darkneſs, hold thy needleſs hand ; 
Thy captiv's faſt and cannot flee : 
What arm can reſcue ? who can countermand 3 
What pow'r can ſet thy pris?ner free ? | 
Or if they could, what cloſe, what foreign land 
Can hide that head that flees from thee 2 
But it her harmeleſs light ' 
Offend thy ſight, (at night > 
What need'ſt thou ſnatch at noon, what will be thine 
| | ] have 
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Death, I have outſtaid my patiencez my quick trade 
Growes dull and makes too ſlow return : 
This long-liv'd debt is due, and ſhould been paid 
When firſt her flame began to burn : 
But I haye ſtaid roo long. I have delaid 
To ſtore my valt, my craving Urn. 
My patent gives me pow'r 
Each day, each hou'r, (tow'r, 
To ſtrike the Peaſants thatch,and ſhake thePrincely 
5 
Time, Thou count'it too faſt : thy patent gives no pow'r 
Till T;we ſhall pleaſe to ſay, .dmen (hou'r? 
Death. Canſt"thou appoint my ſhatt? Time. Or thou my 
Death,' *Tis1 bid, do, Time. *T is | bid, When. 
; Alas, thou can(t not make the pooreſt flow'r 
To hang the drooping head till then: 
Thy thafts can neither kill, 
| Nor ſtrike, until (will. 
My power givethem wings, and pleaſure arm thy 


ri 
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Ss. AUGUST. 


Thou knoweſt not what tinge he will come : wait always that 
becauſe thou Kaoweſt nat the time of his coming , thou mayſt be 
prepared againFt the time he cometh. And for this perchance, 
- knoweſt not the time, becauſe thou mayſt be prepared ageinſs 

times. 


EPIG. 13. h 
Erſpelt, but ſear not death 2 death cannot kill z 
Till Time, (that Grit uſt ſeal her Patent) will 7 
WouRkP{t thou live long ? keep Time in high eſteem ; 
Whom gone, i! thou canſt net recal, redeem. 


—O 
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Jos 18. 6. 


Nis liht ſball be dark | and his candle ſhall 
* be put out. 


wW Hat ails our tapour ? Is her luſtre fled, 
Or foil'd 2 What dire diſaſter bred 


This change, that thus ſhe vails her golden head ? 


We «.-4 
Itwas but very now ſhe ſhin*d as fair 
ks Venus (tar. Her glory might compare 
With Cynthia, burniſh'd 4:5) aud brothers hair, - 
3 \ 
There was no cave-begotten damp that mought 
Abuſe her beams ; no winde that went about 
Tobreak her peace 3 no puffto put her our. 


4 
Lift up thy wond'ring thoughts, and thou ſhale ſpis | 
A cauſe, will clear thy doubts, but cloud thine eye * 
fubjefts mult vail, when as their Sov*reign's by. 


| 5 
Canſt thou behold bright Phebus, and thy ſight 
No whit impair'd ? the objeK is too brighe ; 
Theweaker yields unto the ſtronger light, 
6 


Great God, I am thy tapour, thou my ſun; 
from thee the Spring oflight, wy light begun 3 
Yetif thy light but ſhine, my light is done. 


if . . 7 . . . . 
thou withdraw thy light, my light will ſhine, 
If thine appear, how poor alight 1s mine? 


My light is darkneſs if compai*d b thine, 
I 


a.) 
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Thy Sun-beams are too ſtrong for my weak eye; 
Jf thou but ſhine, how nothing, Logd am 1 |! 
* Ab, whocan fee thy vifage, and not die! 


2 
W i} —_— earth ſhould make a nighe, 
My wanton flame would then ſhine forth too bright ; 
My earth would er'n preſume t eclipſe thy light. 
IO 
And if thy light be ſhadow'd, and mine fade, 
If thine be dark, and my datk light decay'd, 


'v 1 ſhould be dothed with a double [hade, 


h : II 
What ſhall I do 2 O what ſhall I deſte ? 
What belp can my diſtraRted thoughts requice, 
. That chus am waſting 'twixt a double. fire ? 
I'2 
In what a ſtraight, in what a ſtraight am 1 ? 
*Twixt two extremes haw my rack'd fortunes lie ? 
See I thy face, or ſee it not, I die. 
15 
O lee the ſtream of my Redeemwers bloud 
That breaths from my lick ſoul, be made a cloud, 
* To interpoſe theſe lights, and be my ſhroud. 
4 
Lord, what am I ? Or what's the light I have ? 
May it but light my alhes to their grave, 
And fo from thence, to thee ; *t is all I craye. 


$) 
O make my lipht, that all the world tvay ſee 
Thy glory by *t : Tf not, It feems to me 
Honour enovg!r, to be put out by thee. 


"= To 
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0 light inteceſlible, in reſpe of which my light « utter dark=- 
neſs; ſo refleR upon my weakneſs, that all the war!d4 may behald 
thy firength : O WHajeſty incomprebenſchle, in reſpe# of which | 
my glory 5s mere ſhame : ſo ſhine upon my miſery that all the 
world may behold thy gory 


EPIG. 7. 


Wilt thou complain, becauſe thou art bereay*n 

Of all thy light 2 wilt thou vie lights with Heaven ? 
Can thy bright eyenot brook the dayly light ? 

Take heed ; I fear thou ast a childe of night, 

Z.4 


ob-curapent ' 


Ry 


| 


| 


| Thou need not ſhrink for ſhame nor ſhrowd for fear. 
; S4 . Remember 


Tell me-recluſe Monaſtick, can it be 


Hieroglyph. VIII. 


MATTHEW F. 16. 


in Heaven, 


I 


Was it for this, that ſacred Three in One 


Did Heavenly providence intend 
$orare a fabrick for ſo poor an end? 


2 
Was Man, _—_—_ maſter-piece of Naturey 
The curious abſtra of the whole creation, 
Whoſe ſoul was copied from his great Creatour, 
| Made to give light, and ſer for obſervation, 
Ordain'd for this ? to ſpend his light 
(aa dark-lJanthorn cloy{tred up in night ? 


A diſadyantage to thy beams to ſhine ? 

A thouſand tapours may gain light from thee': 

Is thy light leſs or worſe for lighting mine? 
If wanting light, I ftumble, ſhall 

Thy darkneſs not be guilty of my fall 2 


Why doſt thou lurk ſo cloſe ? Ts it for fear 

Some buſy eye ſhould pry into thy flame, 

And fpie a thict, or elſe ſome blegiilh there ? 
Orbeing ſpy'd, ſhrink®ſt thou thy head for ſhame? 


Come, come tond tapour, ſhine but clear, 


$5T 


Let your lipht ſo ſhine, that men ſeeing your 
good works may glorify your Father which us 


7 As it for this, the breath of Heav*n was blown 
Into the noftrils of this Heavenly creature } 


Conſpir*d to make this quintefſence of Nature? . 


\ 
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Remember, O remember, thou wert ſet 
For men to ſee the great Creatour by 3 
Thy flame is nor thy own : ]t is a debt 
Thou ow*®ſt thy Maker. And wilt thou deny 
To pay the int*reſt of Thy light ? 
And skulk in corners, and play lea{t in fight > 
6 


Art thou afraid to truſt thy eaſy flame 
To the injurious waſt of Fortunes puff ? 
Ah, coward, rouze; and quit thy felt for ſhame; 
Who dies in ſervice, hath liy'd long enough : 
Who ſhines, and makes no eye partaker, 
Uſurps bimfelf, and cloſely robs his Maker. 


Make not thy ſelf a Pris'ner, that art free? 
Why doſt thou turn thy Palace to a jail? 
Thou art an Eagle : And befits it thee 
To live immured like a cloylter'd ſnail ? 
Let toyes ſeek corners ; things of coſt 
Gain worth by view : hid jewels are but loſt, 


8 
My God, my light is dark enough at lighteſt, 


Encreaſe her flame, and pive ker ſtrength to ſhine? 


Tis trail at gelt : "tis dimm enough at brighteſt, 
But ?®t 1s her glory to be foil'd by thine. 
Let others luck : My light ſhall be 
Propos d to all men, and by them to thee, 


OT oo 


— 


- ———_ 


Hieroplyph. VIII. 
S. BER N. 


If thou be one of the fooliſh virgins, the congregation 5 neteſſ4- 
yy for thee ; if thou be oue of the wiſe virgins, thou art neteſſery 
for the 80ngregation, | 


353 


HUGO. 


Monaſticks make Cloyſters to incloſe the outward man : O would 
jo God they would do the like to reftrein the inward man. 


EPIG. 8. 


Afraid offeyes 2 whar, ſtill play leaſt in ſight 3 
"Tis much to be preſumr'd all is not right : 

Too cloſe endeavours bring forth dark events * 
Come forth, Monaſtck ; here 's no Parliaments, 
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JoB 14. 2. 


He cometh forth like a flower and « cut own. 


I 


Behold 
How ſhort a ſpan 
Was long enough, ofold, 
To meaſure out theli.e of man! 
| Inthoſe well temper*d dayes his time was then 
urrey'd, caſt up, and found but threeſcore years and fen. 


. 


| Alas 

| And what is that ? 

| | They come, and ſlide, and paſs, 
| Before my pen can tell thee what. 


| The poſts of time are ſwift, which having run 
Their ſeay*n ſhort ſages ® ore, their ſhort-liv*d task is done. 


| 3 
Our days 
Begun we lend 
To ſleep, to antick playes 
And toyes, until the the firſt ſtage end? 
Iz, waining moons, twice 5 times told, we give 
To unrecoyer'd loſs: We rather breath then live 


| 4 
We ſpend 
A ten years breath, 
Refore we apprehend 
A Wo p 1s fo live, orfear a death * 
. Our childiſh dreams are fill'd with painted joyes; 
Which pleaſe our ſenſe a while, and waking ,prove but toyes. 
| Horp 
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i 
How wain 
How wretched is 
Poor man, that:duth remain pu 
A {ſlave to ſuch a State as this | ” 
His days are ſhort, at longeſt ; few, at moſt ; 9 
They are but bad, at belt; yet laviſh'd our, orloſ. "- 
6 

They be of 


The ſecret ſprings, 
That make our minutes flee 
On wheels more ſwift then Eagles wings: 
Ourlite*s a Clock, and every gaſp of breath 
Breaths forth a warning grief, till Time ſhall ſtrike a dexh 


How ſoon 
Our new-born light 
Attains to full-ag*d noon! | 
And this, how ſoon to gray-hair'd night ! | 
We ſpring, we bud, we blofiom, and we blaſt 
E'r we can count our dayes, our dayes they flee ſo faſt. 


They end 
When ſcarce begun; 
Ande'r we apprehend 
That we begin to live, our life is done : 
Man, count thy dayes ; and if they flie too faſt 
For thy dull thoughts to count, count every day thy | 


Thu 
Or 
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Our infancy & coaſumed in eating and ſleeping ; in all which 
ewhar differ we from beafts7 but by a poſtbility of reaſon and 
eſuty of ſan ? 

0miſery of mavkinde, in whom no ſooner the Image of God 

l, weareth in the ft of his Reaſon, but the Devil blurrs it in the 

wption of h:5 Will ! 


exth 


|, 


| E PIG. 9. 
To the decrepit man. 


Thus was the firſt ſeaventh part of thy few dayes 
onſum'd in ſleep, in food, in toyiſh playes : 
now'lt thou what tears thine eyes imparted then 

\eview thy loſs,and weep them o*ce agen. 
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Mieroplyph, X. 


Jos 20. 11, 


*PHe ſwiſt-foot Poſt of Time hath now begun 
41 His ſecond ſtage ; 

| The dawning of our age 

{ Is loſt and ſpent without a Sun; * 

{The light of reaſon did not yet appear 

' Fithin th? Horizon of this Hemiſphere? 


2 
{The infant Will had yet none other guide 
| But twilight Senſs 
| And what is gain'd from thence 
} But doubtful ſteps, that tread alide ? 
[Reaſon now draws her curtains ; ber closd eyes 
begin to open, and ſhe calls to riſe, 


| 3 
Youths now diſcloſing bud peeps out, and ſhews 


Her April head ; 
And trom her grafſe-green bed, 
Her virgin Prinnoſe early blows 3 
WhiP: waking Philomel prepares to ſing 
fler warbling ſonets to the wanton ſpring. , 


: 4 
Mis ſtage is pleaſant, and the way ſeems ſhort, 
All trow'd with flowers ; 
The dayes appear but hours, 


Being ſpent in time begulling ſport, 


Here griefs do neither preſs, nor doubts perplex ; 
Here's neither fea; roeurb, no care to yex. 


Hu bones ars full of the fins of bis youth; 


359 
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5 
His downy cheek grows proud, and now diſdains 
The rucours hand ; 
He glories to command 
The proud neckt ſteed with prouder reins : 
The {trong breath'd horn mult now ſalute his car 
With che gtad downfal of the talling Dear, 


His qutck-nos'd army, with their deep-mouth?*d ſounds, 
Muſt now prepaite 
To chaſe the tim'rous Hate 
About his yer unmorgag*d grounds ; 
The ili be hates, is countel and delay, 
And fears no miſchief but @ rainy dy, 


7 

The thought he takes, is how to take no thowight 

Far bale nog blils ; 
AndJate Repentance is 
The laſt dear pen'worth that he bought : 

He is a dainty mornipg, and be may, 

It luſt ozecaſt bim not, b* as tau a day. 
K 


Proud bloflome, uſe thy Ting Times head-ſtrong horſe 


Wull poſt away. 
Truſt notthe foll'wing day, 
For ey*ry day brings torth a worſe; 
Take time at beſt : belieyxe 'r, by days will fall 
From good to bad ; frem bad, to worſt ofall: 


\ 


Flieroplyph. X. 261 


S. AMBROS. 


Humility is arare thing in a young man, therefore :0 be ad- 
mired : when youth is vigorous, when ſtrength is firm, when 
ploud is hot, when cares are ſtrangers, when mirth is free then 
wide ſwelleth, and humility is deſpiſed, 


| 


EPIG. 1c, 
To the old man. 


| Thy years are newly gray, his newly green ; 
! His youth may live to ſee what thine hath ſeen : 
S. | He is thy Parallel: his preſent ſtage 
And thine are the two Tropicks of mars ag*, 
A a 
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Hieroplyph. XI. 363 


ECCLESIASTES Ir. 9, 


Rejoyce, O young man, and let thy heart cheer 
thee, but know, &c. 


'T TOw flux ! how alterable is the date 
Of tranſitory things! : 
How hurry'd on the chipping wings 
| Of Time, and driv'n upon the wheels of Fate ! 
|; How onecondition brings | 
| The leading Prologue to another ſtate ! 
| Notranhitory things can laſt : 
; Change waites on Time, and Time is wing'd with haſt ; 
Time preſent 's but the ruines of Time palt. 
2 
{ Ichold how Change hath inch'd away thy Span. 
! And now thy light doth burn 
| Nearer and nearer to thy Urn : 
! For this dear waſte what ſatisfa&tion can 
Injurious Time return 
: Thy ſhortned dayes, but this, the ſtyle of Man ? 
And what *%s a man ? a cask of care, 
| New tunn'd and working ; he 's a middle ſtair 
| Twixt birth and death ; a blaſt of full -ag'd air. 


His breaſt is tinder, apt to entertain 
The ſpatkes of Cupids fire, 
Whoſe new-blown flames mult now enquire 
A wanton julep out, which may reſtrain 
| The rage of his defire, 
Whoſe paintul pleaſure is but pleaſing pain : 
His life's a fikneſs that doth riſe 
! From a hot liver, Whilſt his paſſion liss 0 
| ExpeRing cordials from his miltriſs eyes: 
Aa 3 His 
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4 | 

His ſtage is ſtrow'd with thorns, and deck?d with flower, | 7 

His year ſometimes appears chil 

A minute; and his minutes, years : chil 

His doubtful weather *s fun-lhine mixt with ſhowers; 7 
His traffique, Hopes and Fears : 


His lite *s a medley, made of fweers and ſowers ; 
His pains reward is Smiles and Pouts ; 

His diet is tair language mixt with Flows 5 

He 1s a Nothing, all compos?*d of Doubts. 


Z 


Do, waſte thy inch, proud ſpan of living earth, 
Conſume thy golden days 
In ſlavith ireedom 3 let thy ways 
Take beſt advantage of thy trolick mirth ; 
Thy ſtock ot Time decayes, 
And laviſh plenty ſtill fore-runs a dearth : 
The bird that 's flown may turn at laſt ; 
And painful labour may repair a waſt ; 
But pains nos price can call thy minutes paſt, 


Hreroplyph, XÞ 4 36 5 : 


| SEN. 


ExpeRt preit joy when thou ſhalt lay down the minde of a 
childe, and deſerve the ſtyle of a wiſe man ; for at thoſe years 
ehildhood is pa, but oftentimes childiſhneſs remaineth, and what 
is worſe, thou haſt the authority of a man, but the ices of « childe. 


Is: | 


EPIG. 11, 
N, T ' the atclining man. 


Why ſtand'ſt thou diſcontented ? Is not he 

As equal diſtant from the top as thee ? 

What then may cauſe thy diſcontented frown ? 

He's mounting up the hill ; thou plodding down, 
Aa-3 
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DEUTERONOMIE 33. 25. 


| | Ar thy days , ſo foal thy ftrength be, 


, 
The Poſt 
Of ſwift-foot Time 
Hath now at leogth begun 
The Kalends of our middle ſtage : 
The number*d ſteps that we have gone, do ſhow 
The number of thoſe ſteps we are to go; 
The buds and bloſſomes of our age 
Are blown,decay'd,and gone, 
Andall our prime 
Isloſt; 
And what we boaſt too much, we hayeleaſt cauſe to boaſt, 


Ah me! 
There is no reſt 3 
Our Time is always fleeing : 

What rein can curb our head-ſtrong hours; 
They poſt away ; They paſs we know not how 2 
Our Now'is gone, before we can fay Now? 

Time paſt and future *s none of ours : 
That hath as yetno being 3 
And this hath ceaſt 
To be: 
What is, is onely ours : How ſhort a Time have we! 


Aa 4 And 
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And now ' 
ac] 
Apolls's ear tby 
Expctts harmonious ſtrains, 
* New minted from the Thracizn lyre ;, li 
For now the virtue of the twi-fork'd Hill | 
Inſpires the raviſh'd fancy , and doth fill 
The veins with Pegaſean fie : 
And now thoſe ſter:] brains 
That cannot ſhow, 
Nor bear 


Some truits , ſhall nevex wear Apol/o*s ſacred Bory, 


Exceſs 
And ſurteit uſes 
To wait upon theſe days; 

Full teed, and flowing cups of wine 

= Conure the fancy, forcing up a ſp'rit 
By the baſe Magick of debauch'd delight ; 
Ah pitty,twice-born Bacchizs Vine 
Should ſtarve Apollo*s Bayes, 
And drown thoſe Mn ſes 
That bleſs . 

And calm the peacctul ſoul, when ſtormes of cares oppreſs, 


Strong light 
Boaſt not thoſe beams 
That can but onely re 
And blaze a while, and then away : 
There is no Solſlice in thy dav ; 
Thy midnight glory lies 
Betwixt th? extremes 
Ot night, 
A glory foyl'd with ſhame, and tocl*4 with falſe delight, 


Haſb 


6g ® 


Heſt thou climbed up to the full age of « fiw days ? Look 
backwards and thou ſhalt ſee the frailty of thy youth ; the folly of 

thy childehood, and the waſte of thy Infancy : Look forwards, 
thou ſhalt ſee the cares of the world, the troubles of thy minde, the . 
diſeaſes of thy body. 


| Hiereghyph X11. 4 
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E PIG. 12 
To the midale-aged. 


Thou that art prauncing on the Juſty Noor 
Of thy full age, boatt not thy ſelf too ſoon ; 
Convert that breath to wail thy fickle ſtate ; | 
Take heed; thou'lt bragg too ſoon, or boalt too late, 
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JoHN 3. 30. 


He muſt encreaſe, but I maſt decreaſe, 


Ime yoids the table, dinner %s done ; 
Tac now our dayes declining Sun 
Hath burried his diurnal load 
Toth? borders of the weſtern rode ; 


{ Fierce Phlegon, with his fellow ſteeds, 
' Now puffs and pants, and blows and bleeds, 


And froths and fumes, rememb'ring ſtill 


| Their Jaſhes up th* Olympick hill, 


Which having conquei*d, now diſdain 
The whip, and chawp the frothy rein, 

And with a full carier they bend 

Their paces to their journeys end ? 

Our blazing Tapour now hath loſt 

Her better balf, Nature hath croſt 

Her forenoon book, and clear'd that ſcore, 
But fcarce gives truſt for ſo much more : 
And now the generous ſap forſakes 

Her ſeir-grown twig: a breath ey'n ſhakes 


The down-ripe fruit ; fruit ſoon diyorc'd 


From her dear branch, untouch'd, unforc'd. 


Now ſanguin Penus doth begin 

To draw her wanton colours in, 

And flees negleftedin diſgrace, 

WhiP(t Mars ſupplies her Juke warm place : 
Bloud turn to choler : what this age 

Lofes in ſtrength it findes in rage : 

That rich ennamel, which of old. 


Damask'd the downy cheek, and told 


F 372 Fleroplyþh, XIII. 

A harmeleſs guilt, unask*d, is new 

Worn off trom the audacious brow ; 

Luxurious dalliance, midnight revyels, 

Looſe riot, and thoſe yenial evils 

Which inconſiderate youth of late 

Could plead, now want an Advocate ; 

And what appear'd in formet times 

Whiſp'ring as faults, now roar as crimes : 

Andnow all ye whoſe lips were'wont 

Todrench their Coral in the tont 

Of fork*d Parnaſſus ; you that be 

The ſons of Phwbus, and can flee 

On wings of fancy to diſplay 

: The flagg of high invention, ſtay, 
Repoſe your quill ; your veins grow ſower, 

Temptnot your Salt beyond ker power : 

It your pall*d fancies but decline, 

Cenſure will ſtrike at every line 

And wound your names, the popular ear 

Weighs what you are, not what you were. 

Thus hackney-like, we tire our age, 


Spur-gall'd with change from ſtage to ſtage. 


x 
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Hieroglyph. XI, 373% 


Feet thou the dayly light of the greater world * when attained 
to the higheſt pitch of Meridian glory, it ftlayeth not, but by the 
| ſeme degrees, it aſcended, it deſcendeth. And is the light of the 

leſſer world more permanent ?. Continuance is the childe of Eter- 
nity, not of Time. | 


| 
| 


E PIG. 13. 
To the young man. 
Young man rejoyce; and let thy riſing days . 
Cheer thy glad heart : think*{ thou theſe up-hil ways | 


Lead to deaths dungeon? no; but know withal, 
Ailing is but Prologue to afall, 
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Yet alittle while 4 the light with you, 


I 


IF day grows old, the low-pitcht lamp bath made 
| No leſs then treble ſhade, 
| And the deſcending damp doth now prepare 
T uncurl bright Titans hair; 
Whoſe weſtern wardrobe now begins t' untold 
Her purples, fring'd with gold, 
| Tocloath his evening glory, when th* alarms 
| Ofreſt ſhall call co relt in reſtleſs Thetis arms. 


2 


| Nature now calls to ſupper, to refeſh 

| The ſpirits of all fleſh ; 

The toyling plowman drives his thirſty teams, 
To taſte the ſlipp'ry ſtreams : 

The droyling ſwine-herd knocks away, and feaſts 
His hungry whining gueſts : 

| The box-bil Ouzle, and the dappled Thruſh 

Like hungry rivals meet at their beloved buſh, 


3 


And now the cold Autumnal dews are ſeen 
To copweb every preen; 
And by the low-ſhorn Rowins doth appear 
The faft-declining year : 
The ſapleſs branches doff their ſummer ſuits 
And wain their winter fruits ; 
And itormy blaſts have forc'd the quaking trees 
To wrap their trembling limbs in {utes of molly freez. 
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Our waſted Tapour now hath brought her light 
To the next door tonight ; 

Her ſprightleſs flame grown great with ſnuff, doth turti 
Sad as her neighb'ring Urn : 

Her ſlender inch, that yet unſpent remains, 
Lighrs but to further pains, 


And in a {ilent language bids her gueſt Th 
" Prepatce his weary limbs to take eternal res pure 
b 


Now carkful age bath pitch'd her painful plough 
Upon the turrow'd brow ; 

And ſnowy blaſts of diſcontented caze 
Have blanch*d the falling bair : 

Suſpicious envy mixt with 95 Jon ſpight 
Dilſturb's his weary night : 

He threatens youth with age ; and now alas, 

He owns not what hes, but yaunts the man be was, 


(6 


Gray-hairs, peruſe thy days, and let thy paſt 
Read letures to thy aſt : 

Thoſe haſty wings that hurri*d them away 
Will give theſe days no day : 

The conſtant wheels of Nature ſcorne to tric | 
Until her works expire : 

That blatt chat nipt thy youth, will ruin thee ; 

That band that ſhook che branch will quickly ſtrike the 
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| 'S. CHRYSe 


| Grey hairs ave honourable, when the behaviour ſuits with grey 
lure : But when an antient man hath childiſh manners, he be- 
oy more ridiculous then a childe. 


SEN. 
Thou art in vain attained 10 old years, that repeateſithy youth- 


as 


_Y 


the : 
_ E PIG. 14. 
To the TYonth, 


thou this good old man ? ke repreſents 
Y, Y} Future, thou, his Preterperfett tenſe: 
20u poeſt to labour, he prepares to reſt : 


 WubreaFlt thy faſt, he ſupps: now which is beſt? 
B b 
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Plumbeus in terram. . 
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The days of our years are threeſcore years 
and ten. 


I 


O have] ſeen th? illuſtrious Prizce of Light 
Riling in glory from his Croceas bed, 
and trampling down the horrid ſhades of night, 
_— more and more his conqu”ring head, 
Pauſe farit, decline, at length begin to ſhroud 
His fainting brows within a cole-black cloud, 


2 
v have I ſeen a well-built Caftle ſtand 
lon the tip-toes of a lofty hill, 
hoſe ative pow*r commands both ſea andland, * * 
ind curbs the pride of the beleag'rers will : 
Atlength her ag'd foundation tails ber truſt, 
And layes her tottring ruins in the duſt, 


3 
{have I ſeen the blazing Tapour ſhoot 
ter golden head into the feeble air, >. 
Whoſe ſhadow: gilding ray ſpread rowhd about5* 
Makes the foul tace of black- brow'd darkneſs fair; 
' Till atthe length her walting glory fades, 
And leaves the night to her 1nveOUrate ſhades, 


Ern ſo this little world of liring Clays 
The pride of Nature, glorified by Art, 
Whom earth adores, and all hir hoſtes obey, 
Ally'd ro Heav*n by his Diviner part, 
Triumphs a while, then droops, and then decayes, 
And worn by age, death cance's all his days, | 
| Bb 2 That 
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That glorious Sur, that whilom ſhone ſo bright , 
Is now ey*a raviſh'd from our darkned eyes : 
That ſturdy Caſtle, mann'd with ſo much might, 
Lies now a Mon*meat of her own diſguiſe ; 
That blazing Taps::r, that diſdain'd the puff. 
Ot troubled Air, ſcarce owns the name of ſnuff, 
b 6 | 
Poor bed-rid Mas / where is that glory now, 
Thy Youth ſo vaunted ? whete that Majeſty 
Which fat enthron'd upon thy manly brow ? 
Where, where that braving arm ? that daring eye ? 
Thoſe buxom tunes ? thoſe Bacchanalian tones ? 
Thoſe ſwelling veins ? thoſe marrow-flaming bones ? 


7 


Thy drooping glory *s Blurr'd, and proftrate lies 
+ okra In dutt ; and irighttul horrour, now, 


rpens the glaunces of thy ga{htul eyes, 
Whalllt fear perplexes thy diſtraſted brow : 
\ "Thy panting breaſt veats all her breath by groans, 


id death cnerves thy marrow-walted bones. 
po. g 

Thus Man that 's born of woman can remain 
Burt a ſhort time : his days are ful] of ſorrow z 
His liſe 's a pezance and his death *s a pain, 
Springs like a flow'r to day, and fades to morrow 5 
His breath *s a bubble, and his days a ſpas ; 
"Tis glorious miſery to be born a Mas. 
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when eyes are dim, ears deaf, viſage pale, teeth dergyed;Thin\ 


withered, breath tainted. pipes furred, knees trembling) | 
fumbling, feet ſailing, the ſudden downfall of thy fleſhly bouſe 


near at hand. 


s Of A U G U $ 'To | , JT: 
All vices wax old-by age : couatouſneſs alone groweth yang.” 
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To the infant. . 2 


What he doth ſpend in groans, thou ſpend'ſt in tears$ 
_—_ and ſtrength 's alike in both your years 3 
e*s helpleſs ; ſo art thou; whar difference then ? 

| . He's anold Infant; thou, a young old Man 
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